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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
POV in left hand corner. 


Mitch 


It happens every God damn time. | can't help but sigh as | let go of my dick and stare up at the ceiling. | 
thought for sure if | rented a porno, | could beat off without..thinking about him. Two leggy blondes with 
impossibly large tits went at it on the screen. Their hallow moans echoed in my ears between cheesy dialogue. 
Why do they bother with dialogue any way? Like | really care if these chicks can talk. | grab the bottle of Jack 
sitting on the floor next to the bed and take a couple of swallows. A couple of swallows turn into three more. | 
silently watch as some delivery dude comes in and starts fucking one girl's face while the other chick goes 
down on her. What the fuck is wrong with you Mitch? You're lying here picking apart a porno when you should 
be thinking about banging the chicks in it! 


Well it's worth another shot. A shot to shoot, | grin to myself. | slid my hand back down. I'm gentle at first. No 
point getting too excited if | can't pull it off. | watch that mouth wrapped around a dick, a nice female mouth, 


all soft and wet and willing. It's moving, slow and steady. She's not that bad looking. A bit used but not that bad. 
| close my eyes. That mouth, that hot little mouth, think about that. It's wrapped around my dick, sucking me 
and licking me. Yeah, that's good. | move my hand a little faster. She's moving up and down on it. She's fucking 
worshiping my cock. Yeah. Keep it moving Mitch, you're doing it. She's lapping at the underside. She's running 
her tongue in circles around the head. Oh fuck yeah! Pump a little harder now. That's it. Now she's licking my 
balls. Her tongue trails down and then she starts licking..no, don't go there. 


| gasp, my dick quivering at the attention. Try again. You were doing pretty good there for a minute. Okay she's 
sucking the head. Yeah, that's good. Bring in the other chick. That'll keep things in line. Yeah, so one chick is got 
a mouthful of my dick, working it like there's no tomorrow and the other chick starts licking her way up my 
chest. Mmm. | thrust up into my hand. I'm getting close. | can see these two hot chicks. That one, she's biting 
my nipple. Yeah, do that again. | snake up my hand and let it pinch and twist my nipple a bit. In my mind | look 
down and smile at her. Her face changes. She's that chick by the side of the pool in Miami. Oh man! You're so 
fucking close. Why did you do that for? Okay, just hold on to that. Its still a chick. Yeah. There she is, covered 
in oil, sliding on you. Oh God, it so close. She's licking and biting your nipple and..and Shane's got his hand on your 
dick No, no! | can't fucking stop now! Bring it back to the chick. It's just the chick And she's sucking you now. 
Oh fuck! And she wets two fingers and..and.he starts fucking you with those fingers..God, those fucking 
fingers..his magic fucking fingers..they're making you all warm..and that feeling, that feeling | can't even name... 
Fuck Mitch, don't. But | can't help myself. | start grinding my ass into the mattress, searching for those 
fingers..or his cock. And he's fucking you, fucking you hard and working your dick hard. Shit! Fucking...Damn it 
Mitch! 


| reach over and grab the box of tissue. | feel sick. | wipe it from my chin, my chest, and belly. Three fucking 
tissues worth! Why did | give in? | should have just fucking stopped. Turned on the news or one of those 
crappy PBS shows. That would have cooled it. Jesus Mitch, you're..No, I'm not. No fucking way! It's just a head 
trip they pulled on you. You've lost everything dude. Hell your mom's dead. You're stressed out, man! Oh Godl If 
she's up there and can see what l'm doing and what l'm thinking about! Jesus! 


| need a drink and a smoke. | take a pack from my pants pocket, find my Zippo, and light a cig. | turn the lighter 
in my hand. It's engraved. "Quit before you die -Love T" Asshole! Who gives a lighter engraved with that shit! 

A harping little faggot, that's who. | bring the bottle to my lips and drink. | toss the lighter to the floor. | can't 
look at it. It hurts. 


How the fuck did | end up like this? Kicked out of my own band and jerking off to thoughts of..Fuck! It's not all 
my fault. | didn't start it. Is that good damn butt fucker's fault! Damn! | should have kicked his ass. He did 
something to me. | never did trust Shane. That cool LA guy with his fucking blonde hair. He's too fucking 
smooth. And pretty. Real guys aren't supposed to be pretty! Pretty boy McClure! It pisses me off that he 
gets all the best pussy throwing themselves at him right and left. It's a fucking waste! If they only knew. Of 
course they eventually end up with me any way, but | don't like being any chick's second choice! And he totally 
gloats over it! He even taped up that fucking Rolling Stone article in the studio with ‘Shane McClure's rakish 
good looks’ fucking underlined. All | got was ‘boyish grin'! Dick. 


| knew he was trouble the first time he walked in to audition. And Toby sitting there with a big ass Cheshire 


smile. | could see what he was thinking. But damn if | wasn't out voted again! Todd and Kevin always were 
traitors! | knew things with Toby would never be the same. | mean Toby could have gone either way. He was 
into this one chick | really thought he'd turned that shit around and then LA dude shows up and he's back to 
ass grabbing and kissing guys. He made Toby a fag and now he's gone and done the same to..No, it's not like 
that. You're a normal guy. You like titties. You love them! Titties! Titties! Titties! Its your God damn mantra 
Mitch. 


Okay, it was wrong, | knew it was wrong and | did it any way. But I'm a guy and when someone grabs my dick, 
well enough said. | didn't want to hurt Toby. | didn't think he'd take it that badly. It's not like | fucked his wife 
or something. Okay, it was close. They're annoying in the way married people are. Shane was always over. | 
can't tell you how fucking happy | was when we finally made enough money to get out of that fucking 
apartment so | didn't have to see them making out all the time! Its bad enough going over to Toby's and 
always finding that SOB there. | don't even know why he even bought his own house! Appearances! Hal 


And now things with Toby are totally fucked. Shane fucked me but it's nothing compared to the reaming | was 
getting from my little brother. How did it fucking happen? How did this snot nosed kid that | constantly had to 
defend or ditch or both, rule my life. When did he get to decide whether | get to play music or not? When did 


he get the upper hand? Little cock sucker! And then there's the butt fucker. Damn! How the hell did | let that 
happen? 


No matter what happened, no matter what Toby said, no matter what Dad wrote, you are not a fucking fag! 
Dad! Right, funny how he's never noticed the fact that Toby's been taking it in the ass for years! But if Toby 
says so, well then | must be a fudge packer. I'll never get to see my kid now! | have half a mind to go back up 
there. Go to the house and hang myself from my tree in the back yard. How would that look Dad? Your son 
swing one early morning? Would that be a big enough scandal for you? I'd do it too, except it wouldn't matter. 
My Dad wouldn't give a shit. And Toby would just use it to get attention. Look at me, my brothers dead, l'm all 


alone, feel sorry for mel | told him | was sorry. What else could | do? 


Fucking Toby! Fucking Shane! Toby took away my music and Shane..Shane took away my dick. There is no way 
l'm a fag! Please God, | can't be a fag! | throw the bottle at the wall. | stare blankly at the broken glass. Damn. 
So | had been drunk for nearly six weeks. This was no time to sober up. | wasn't nearly drunk enough to sleep. 


I'd go down to the strip and hit a bar or two. 


My favorite place was packed and | really didn't want to go in any way. Every body had been looking at me like 
| was an asshole ever since the band dumped me. Some people wouldn't even bother to talk to me any more. 
And the ones that did treated me like a fucking joke. Of course it didn't help that | couldn't work How the hell 
they can kick you out and then hold you to a contract is beyond me. All they have to do is offer me a little 
bit of cash and | can't play or record with any one else for two fucking years! | need their permission. Fuck 
that! | don't even have to take the money. As long as they offered it, they own my ass. And you know Toby 
made sure they did, the vindictive little fucker. 


So | went down two blocks to a club that has heavy metal cover bands. Its cheesy and stupid if you ask me. 
But Jack Daniels is good everywhere and there were a lot of chicks hanging around. It didn't take twenty 


minutes before | knew it was a mistake. The cover band started playing one of our songs, ‘Abundant Whiskey 
Protocol. That meant someone had told them | was there and | really didn't want to deal with that crap. Sure 


enough, ten minutes later some bastard was bugging the crap out of me. 


"You're Mitch Dunnock, right?" the guy asked. He was a total spazz, hopping from one foot to the other, like a 
girl that's gotta go pee. 


"Maybe." 

"From The Black Fulcrum Brotherhood, right?" he asked. 

"Not any more," | replied. 

"Aren't you guys supposed to be on tour?" He leaned an elbow on the bar. 

"Look, can | fucking help you with something?" | asked through clenched teeth. 

"Yeah, | was wondering if | could have the band's phone number. | understand they're looking for a new 
guitarist. One with talent,” he laughed. So | reached down behind the bar, grabbed a bottle, and cracked the 
bastard on the side of the face. 

Toby 

The phone rang at five am and | felt that all too familiar sinking in the pit of my stomach. | knew it would be 
about Mitch before | even picked it up. | had been waking to such calls since he was fifteen. | remember 
listening to my mother weeping behind a locked door. | remember my father dragging a drunken, or stoned, or 
bloodied Mitch up the stairs at dawn. Then it became my problem. For the last eight years it's been my 
biggest problem. 

"Hello?" 

"Toby? Its Pete." 

Pete was my personal assistant. He handled all my stuff back in LA. He also dealt with all of Mitch's crap since 
Mitch was too lazy to hire someone or do it himself. Mitch wouldn't have light if Pete didn't pay his utility bills 
for him. "What is it this time?" | asked, yawning. 

"Mitch was in a fight." 


"lim going back to sleep," | replied. 


"It serious this time. He broke some guy's jaw," Pete explained. He sounded as tired as | felt. He probably hadn't 


even been to sleep yet. 

"Its not my problem! Let him go to jail for awhile. It'll do him good” 

"He's on probation Toby. If he goes to jail, it could be awhile. Do you really think he'll last in Jail?" Pete asked 
"Tell him to get a fucking lawyer! Jesus, he not a child" | snapped 


| got him a lawyer. Mitch behaved like a total ass and fired him. And with all his money tied up with your 


mother's, |." 

"Alright! Alright! Get that gut that helped Jack White and I'll pay for it. Make sure he knows I'm paying so 
Mitch can't fire him! And don't tell Mitch you talked to me. | don't want that little bastard thinking I've 
forgiven him! From now on | don't want to hear another word about it. l'm done with Mitch. He's on his own" 
"Right," Pete answered, just a trace of sarcasm in his voice. 

"What is that suppose to mean?" | asked. 

"Nothing. | got it. I'll call the lawyer right now.’ 

"| mean it. l'm finished" 

‘| believe you Toby. Now | really should get on this," Pete replied. 


"Alright. Well try to get some sleep..You better call me tomorrow. just in case there's something else." 


‘| will," Pete said chuckling softly. 


Shane 


Toby was in rare form, giving me hell every chance he got. In the last six weeks, he's said a total of ten words 


to me; ‘fucking move’, ‘get out of the fucking way’, and ‘you're off key’. Today, his mouth runneth over. 


We were backstage before the sound check when he started in on me. "If you plan on continuing to sing for 


this band you better get your fat ass in shape," he said, his voice colder and meaner than I'd ever heard it. 


He knew | was sensitive about my weight. | was kind of a fat kid. Not really fat but chunky. My mother always 
had me on a diet. | had been skinny ever since eighth grade but | was still fat kid self-conscious. | did tend to 
put on weight while we were on tour. It just wasn't as easy to make it to a gym. But | wasn't fat. My clothes 
still fit fine! | tried to ignore him. 


"When's the last time you worked out?" He asked. "You were practically lumbering around the stage last night" 
"| was not!" 
"You were. It was gross. You're becoming a fat Elvis," Toby smirked. 


"Come on Toby," Todd laughed. "That's bullshit! | think he looks fine. And not everybody can be slim pixie like 
you." 


"| don't recall asking for your opinion on the matter," Toby bitched. 

"What? l'm in this band too. Or are you going to kick me out as well,” Todd retorted. 

"There's an idea," Toby glared. 

"But you forget Toby. Now it three against one," Kevin quipped. 

"l'm surprised you can still count Kevin You must have more brain cells left than | thought, despite all the 
pot," Toby answered. He turned his attention back to me. | was bathed in the heat of his hate. "You're bloated 
and your voice is shot. You've started smoking again, haven't you? You gave your worst performance ever last 
night. That's really saying something too." 

"Fuck you Toby!" | snapped. 

"Not if you were the last fuck on earth. You were never very good any way." His yes glared but he was 
smiling in a satisfied way. If you really want to hurt a man, that's all you have to say. | felt the heat rise in 


my face. Tears stung at the corners of my eyes, but | was damned if | would let him see me that way. | 


stormed out and hid backstage. If | had tears, they were my own 


There's No Place Like Home 


"Axl." 


Axl grated thin, almost translucent scraps from a piece of cheese. Slash's hands touched his hips, found their 
way under his T-shirt, warm and familiar on his skin. He reached for a slice of bread and buttered it, while 
the hands moved upwards, taking the t-shirt with them, but stopped when Axl didn't lift his arms. For a 
moment they lingered up there, closely under his armpits while Axl picked an onion and skinned it. Disappointed, 
they made their way down again, one hand caressing his side, while the other one stroked along his spine and 
made him shiver. 


"Axl." 


The voice was closer now, crawling into his ear like a persistent bug. Slash's breath was hot on the nape of his 
neck as he blew the hair away, and seconds later, the soft touch of lips made the knife miss its aim. Axl 
watched detached as a droplet of blood fell onto the counter. He put the bleeding finger into his mouth before 
he tightened his grip on the knife and sliced the onion into rings. Tears pooled in his eyes, made him blink and 
threatened to fall, while Slash's tongue caressed his skin, leaving a wet trail from his neck down to his 


shoulder. Teeth grated over tender flesh down there, nipping once, asking for, but not demanding attention. 


The hands were back at his waist, a bit tighter than before. Slash moved nearer, one leg now positioned next 
to Axl's instead of behind it, their bodies touching. Axl cut a tomato into slices, put them onto the cheese and 
added onion rings. His eyes watered further, single tears escaping and running down his cheeks. Who would have 
thought that one onion might have such an effect? 


The hold on his hips became demanding. Slash tried to turn him around and after he had put a second slice of 
bread onto the sandwich, Axl did so. He dropped his gaze, desperate to avoid eye-contact. His hair fell into his 
face, but it was too thin to really cover his features. 


Again Slash's hands left his hips. One slipped around his waist, down to his ass, squeezing gently, while the 
other one lifted his chin until Axl couldn't avoid Slash's eyes anymore. He let his lids fall shut and parted his 
lips in a hesitant invitation. Anything was better than having to meet Slash's eyes. 


When a tongue tried to clear its way into his mouth, Axl felt a moment's need to fight, but instead he opened 
up, even met it with his own in a fleeting welcome before he submitted, handing over whatever there was to 


take. 


Axl hated himself for his lack of resistance. He should scream, yell, push Slash away and tell him to go to hell. 
His defenses were better then that, he had honed them to perfection in years of practice. Why was he so 
pliant? It wasn't like him to meekly follow another one's guidance. When had Slash learned to get under his skin 


like this, to handle him like a toy, a pet, like his guitar? 


There was no avoiding contact anymore. Slash pulled him away from the counter and Axl yielded. He didn't try 
to keep his balance when he was bent backwards until all he could do to keep on his feet was putting his arms 
around Slash's neck and holding on to him. One of Slash's hands was still around his waist, while the other one 
reached for his fly, but here Axl had to draw the line. He couldn't give in to what Slash wanted, not now, not 
after what had happened last night. He didn't want to feel Slash inside him, knew he would break if he allowed it 
to happen. 


So Axl put his feet back under himself and pushed Slash away. He kept his lashes down while he went to his 
knees, never looked up because he wouldn't be able to bear the expression he knew he would meet on Slash's 


face. 


His hair fell forward while he opened the button-down-fly of Slash's jeans and roughly pulled the waistband 
down far enough to free his cock. He took it into his hands, let his fingers trail along its well-known length, 
once, twice, before he licked the drop of precum away and took the head into his mouth. The taste was so 
familiar, it didn't even take a second to accommodate to it. Axl swallowed before he forced himself to relax and 
moved his head forward. Slash's hand brushed over his hair, while the cock slid over his tongue and down into 
his throat. The hands moved to his jaw, closing around the back of his head and tilting him slightly upwards, 
cradling and leading him at the same time. The movement shifted the cock in Axl's throat and made him gag 


once before he adjusted to the new position 


His nose was now pressed into Slash's belly and Axl almost drowned in the strong, musky, smell. How often had 
he done this? Too often to count. He placed his hands on Slash's hips and rose on his knees for better access. 
His eyes were still itching, so he closed them, a blink too late to trap another tear that escaped through his 
lashes. 


The pressure on his head grew, demanding action and so Axl retreated slowly, letting the cock slide out 
through his lips. He tilted the tip of his tongue upwards and let it ripple against its underside as it made its 
way back down into his throat. Saliva pooled in his mouth and Axl swallowed His throat closed up, but he was 
used to it and had no difficulties adjusting his breathing. It had been a long time since a cock in his mouth had 


choked him, even longer since Slash's cock had left him with so much as an uncomfortable feeling. 


Slash's breathing grew harsh; his hands left the base of Axis skull and tightened in his hair, pulling a bit, but 
not enough to hurt. Axl knew what it meant and sped up obediently. He gagged once or twice more in reflex 


when the cock hit the back of his throat, and immediately Slash backed off and his touch became gentle. 


Why did he do this? There was no need to pretend that he cared when all he wanted was relief; relief Axl was 
willing to provide. Why turn it into more? 


The cock thickened in his mouth and Axl was not surprised when the grip on his hair tightened and brought 
him to a sudden stop. He complied and waited for a second before he swallowed, contracting his throat-muscles 


as strongly as possible to send Slash over the edge. 


Axl held still. He didn't fight the fingers that dug into his scalp, just sank back onto his haunches and listened 


almost indifferently to Slash's dark groans while he emptied himself down Axl's throat. He swallowed a few 
more times while Slash's hands became tender, holding instead of restraining him. 


Axl pulled back. His shoulders slumped and his head dropped. 


"Axl." Slash's voice was hardly more than a whisper in his ears, his hand a fleeting sensation in his hair. "I love 


you." 


"I know," Axl murmured barely audible over the beating of his heart. "You told me last night.” 


HHH 


It was dark enough, Axl mused. He wasn't keen on getting recognized. It didn't happen too often, but from time 
to time somebody pointed into his direction or asked for an autograph. It depended strongly on the way he 
dressed or whether he was together with his bandmates. Alone, wearing jeans, a T-shirt and a baseball cap he 


didn't look much different from the boys under the streetlights, thin, scruffy and a bit neglected. 


It had been a long time since Axl had visited this quarter. They were slowly heading towards popularity and he 
had access to as many groupies as he liked, was admitted to VIP bars where the sluts tore each others hair 


out for sex with a rock star and then there was Slash, so why go for a whore? 


Axl ground his teeth and tried not to think of Slash. They had been fucking each other for more than a year, 
but it wasn't love, couldn't be love because Axl wasn't gay. He wasn't some fairy poofter who cooed over his 
lover; no, guy-sex was for relief, for getting it off in a way that was impossible with a chick because chicks 
lacked the strength, the weight, the edges and the cock. It was a form of release Axl needed and Slash had 
been happy to provide it, so why turn it into something it wasn't? 


The change in Slash had been palpable before he had actually uttered those hated words. Sex was sex, there 
was no need to cuddle and kiss afterwards. It had been perfectly OK that Slash was one to roll over and fall 
asleep almost as soon as he had spent himself. Lately, Slash had changed this behavior. He gathered Axl in his 
arms, kissed him with tenderness instead of need, fucked him gently and tried to make it good for him. Axl 
didn't need Slash to make it good for him, he needed a fuck, hard, straight forward and discrete. Slash was a 
fucked up junky and even if he was a chick, Axl wouldn't want to fall in love with him. He was a good guitarist, 


he was a good lay, but Axl didn't need his love. He didn't want it either. 


He let his eyes roam over the boys, assessing them. There were other ways to get what he needed and if 
Slash continued behaving silly, he would just end their fuckbuddy-relationship. 


"You free, sweetie?" 
Axl whipped around when somebody touched his arm. 


"Fuck off" he snarled. 


"Fiery, heh?" the man laughed. "I like redheads. | pay good, so if it isn't your shift you should give it a thought 


nevertheless." 


Axl opened his mouth for a curse, but closed it again. The guy didn't look bad. He was tall, a bit too heavily 
muscled, like he did a lot of weightlifting, but the rest was OK. At least he didn't seem to be the type for 
pussy-shit. 


"How good?" Axl asked and set his jaw. So thats what people saw in him: a whore. Yeah, shit, they were 
probably right. What else did he do almost every evening? Let Slash fuck him for the cheap, pathetic thrill it 
left inside him. It was hardly better than being a whore. 

"You make an exception?" The man grinned. 

"How much do you pay?" Axl asked sternly. "I'm not cheap." 

Fifty bucks?" 


Axl snorted. "| wouldn't give you a blowjob for fifty.” 


‘Oh, you're that classy?" The man seemed amused. "Look, sweetie, money isn't everything. How much does it 
cost me to get my dick up that cute, little ass of yours?" 


"Two hundred" Axl said, knowing it was ridiculous. For two hundred dollars he could get half a dozen of the 
boys in this area. 


"So it's two." 
The punter laid an arm around Axl's waist. 


"OK," Axl agreed. Self disgust rose in his throat like bile and he didn't bother to swallow it; he almost enjoyed 
the bitter taste on his tongue. 


Where was the difference between what he was about to do and what he did every day? Slash, Izzy, Duff, 
Steven, they all used him, not his body, no, but abuse it was nevertheless. They didn't care for him, they 
cared for success. Without him, they were nothing, just a pathetic bunch of junkies that played rock stars, so 
why did he continue to let them do it? For the caricature of friendship it offered, for the short moments of 
self-deception when he forgot that he could trust nobody and deluded himself into believing that they were on 


his side. It was just another form of prostitution. 


"You know," the man said while they headed for one of the hotels that rented rooms by the hour, "you look a 
bit like this Axl Rose guy. Its this new band out there, have their first record out" 


"I don't look like him," Axl said. "He's an asshole. A nasty, stupid, little fuckhead who's got his head up to the 


neck in his own ass." 


The man laughed. "But you still look like him. He's taller than you and his hair is not so dark, but you could be 
brothers." 


Axl snorted. "Do you pay for talking or for fucking?” 


They entered the lobby of a seedy hotel and Axl waited while the man paid and got the key to one of the 


rooms. 
"After you, pretty," he said and Axl took the first step of the stairs. 

"So you can ogle my ass?" 

"Not just ogle." 

Axl snarled as the man grabbed his buttock but only earned laughter. 

"You must be fucking wonder boy if you get away with that. Are you always this stroppy?" 

"Like it or leave it," Axl answered and avoided another grope by speeding up. 

As soon as the door closed behind them, he developed second thoughts. On a few occasions, he had given head 
for money, in a dark corner, a house entry, behind waste bins and in public toilets, but never like this. No 
matter his earlier ideas, this was a border he wasn't willing to cross. 


"Look, | changed my mind," he said. "This isn't going to happen 


"What do you mean, you changed your mind?" For a moment the man looked puzzled, but his confusion quickly 


turned into anger. “Listen, darling, you offered, you're going to deliver." 

"Fuck off," Axl muttered and turned around, when the man grabbed his arm. 

"This isn't a game chérie," he snarled, but Axl was quicker. He still carried his switchblade, it was a habit he 
couldn't give up. To get it out of his pocked and flick it open was a matter of seconds. The man jumped 
backwards, but Axl followed him until he had him pinned against the wall and brought the knife to his throat. 
"Listen, fuckhead, he growled. "I said ‘no’. You know that word, don't you? ‘Not means ‘no’. So if you come near 
me ever again, | cut off your balls, fuck, | cut off your pathetic dick. You can cast it in plaster and use it to 


fuck yourself, ‘cause that'll be the only thing it might still be good for, understood?" 


"OK," the man gasped, his eyes popping out of his head. "Put that knife down, please.” 


Axl pressed forward until the tiniest amount of blood appeared under the blade. 

"You're lucky," he said. "I'm in a good mood." 

He drew away and wiped the knife clean on the man's shirt. Then he pulled a hand full of bills out of his pocket. 
"For the room," he said and dropped them. "Don't say I'm indebted to you." 


Axl managed to make his exit without showing any weakness, but as soon as he was sitting in his car, his 
hands started to shake so badly he could barely get the key into the ignition The stupidity of what he had 
almost done hit him like a brick in the head. What had he been thinking? Nothing, as usual, he had just acted. 


Shame spread through him like fire, burning from his stomach up to his throat, down his arms and into his 
fingertips. He had put his foot down into yet another heap of dog shit, and the smell would stick to his heels 
long after he had wiped it off. 


It was a familiar feeling, old, well known, experienced too often, again and again whenever he had done something 
wrong, his only companion in too many nights, when the darkness became oppressing and the loneliness weighed 
a ton on his chest. When he had to switch on the TV because the screaming in his head became too loud, 
telling him the reason for his isolation, that nobody loved him, couldn't love him because there was nothing in 
him that was worth of love. 


Deep in his heart Axl knew it was true. His father had left him when he was still a baby, his mother hadn't 
even protested when her husband had chased him out of the house like a filthy animal. So, why should Slash 
love him? Slash could have anybody, not only groupies who were keen to grasp a bit of glamour, who didn't 
give a shit about who fucked them unless it was somebody with a hint of fame to his name. People liked Slash, 
not for what, but for who he was. Everybody wanted to be at his side, wanted his attention, his appreciation, 
his love. Why should he give it all to somebody like Axl, to a fucked up, unimportant little freak from Indiana 


who had nothing to offer but a voice that made people fear for their eardrums? It didn't make sense. 


It took several tries until the engine roared to life and like a drunk, Axl steered the car down the road. After a 
few miles, his vision blurred, but when he wiped at his eyes, there were no tears. His throat constricted and 
there didn't seem to be enough oxygen in the car. Axl pulled off the road and let his forehead drop onto the 
stirring wheel. He tried to breathe deeply but his throat closed up, and when a searing iron rod was poked into 


his heart and twisted around, it burned the last bit of air out of his chest. 


He panted through open lips, tried to breathe through his nose, but nothing worked. So Axl did what he always 
did in these situations. He lifted his head and banged it with full force against the window. Pain shot through 
his skull, clear and bright like a magnesium flame and for a millisecond, it blocked out everything else. 
Sometimes pain was his friend Shame, humiliation, despair, there was no room for them when pain was the one 
and all consuming sensation. It had always worked and it worked now, not entirely, but at least a little bit. Axl 


refrained from repeating it. The need was there to do it again and again until the pain stayed for longer, didn't 


fade after the first initial explosion, but he wasn't some fucked up idiot who got off on self-inflicted injuries. 
He was pathetic, but not to that extent. 


His hands trembled less this time and he was able to turn the key without any difficulties. He concentrated on 
driving, tried not to think about his newest fuck up and he was almost coherent when he reached his house. 


Almost, until he saw Slash's car parked in the driveway. 


Why had he given Slash a key to his apartment? It was one of the biggest mistakes he'd ever made because 
Slash took it as an invitation to appear on Axl's doorstep whenever he liked, and lately that was happening more 


and more often. 


Axl entered the apartment and switched on the light in the living room. An empty bottle of Jack stood on the 
floor and the ash tray was full, leaving the smell of stale cigarette-smoke in the air. Axl cleared the table, 
very well aware that he was only delaying the inevitable. It was humiliating. He wasn't a pussy, he wasn't afraid 
of anything and here he was, fussing around, afraid to enter his own bedroom. So he took a deep breath and 


headed upstairs. 


Slash was asleep in Axl's bed. It was a warm night and the covers were down to his hips. He hadn't drawn the 
curtains and his skin appeared almost pale in the moonlight. It could have been worse. He could have been 
awake, waiting for Axl, asking where he had been, why he was so upset and Axl wouldn't have been able to 
answer. Why was he so upset? He had been through worse, had made it out of the hotel room without a 


scratch, had proven once again, that you didn't fuck with Axl Rose. That couldn't be the reason 


It was Slash's confession - his stupid, ridiculous confession. Maybe he believed himself in love, Slash could be 
that deluded, but he would soon enough wake out of his dream. Reality would breathe its fire into his face like 
the annoyed beast it was and he would see what he had ignored in his drug haze. That somebody like Slash had 
no use for Axl, that he had no reason to waste his life on a misfit who would never find his place in this 
world. Slash played a game, a new and exciting game that was called "sex with a guy’, and like all other games 


Slash played, he would sooner or later give it up and do the only viable thing: leave. 


He wouldn't be brutal, no, he would be gentle in the choice of words, would try to be honest and open, and Axl 
would love him even more for it. The result would be the same; in the end Axl would be alone. Better not get 
used to him, better not trust him and fall in love when it was only a question of time before he got his heart 


handed back in pieces. 
''m so sorry, Axl, but | met this woman" 


For Axl it wasn't a game. No matter how often he told himself that he wasn't gay, that eventually he would 
find a woman he could love, he knew it wasn't true. Another flaw, another failure, another reason to hate 
himself with a passion that burned his flesh to ashes. He should tell Slash to go, should draw the line before 
his useless hopes pulled him under and he was crushed in the maelstrom of his own unfulfilled dreams. He 


couldn't. Axl was rarely honest with himself but for once he didn't believe his own lies. It was too late. 


Quietly he lifted the cover and tried to slip under it. 


"Axl?" Slash stirred and raised his head from the cushion. Curls spilled over sleepy eyes and he wiped them 


away with a tired hand. "Where've you been, man?" 
"Out," Axl replied. "Go back to sleep." 


"OK," Slash mumbled and reached out to pull Axl into his arms. Axl gave in, let himself be shifted into a 
comfortable position and pressed his face against Slash's chest. There it was again, Slash's scent. Axl inhaled 
deeply, let the wild, musky smell caress his nerve ends and lapped once at Slash's skin to savor the taste on 
his tongue. He had to remember it, had to keep it in mind for the rest of his life so he would be able to 
conjure it up long after Slash had left him, had married, raised kids and had given up on drugs, Axl Rose and all 


his other dangerous games. 


When Slash had long forgotten what Axl looked like, Axl would still know his taste, his smell, the texture of his 
skin They would be his companions in long, lonely nights and if he concentrated hard, maybe he would be able 
to wake the memory of another sensation. The alluring but deceptive illusion of knowing what it meant to be 


loved. 


The End 


Shane, Come Back! 


Shane 

| could hear the phone ringing but | didn't want to get up and get it. For the last two days my head felt like it 
was going to explode. Now the steady vise like grip and thumping pulsation had dulled to an intermitted throb. 
My eyes drooped back down in a heavy, drug induced relaxation. Total relief and long awaited sleep were mere 
moments away. | let the machine get it. The next room filled with the raucous greetings of Todd. 

"Shane! Pick up the phone asshole! | know you're there! (pause) Come on you dill hole! (pause) I'll just hit redial 
as soon as your machine cuts me off! Lame Shane, Shane is lame! (pause) Are you there? (pause) Shane, come 


back! Shane!" 


The machine beeped and there was blissful silence, for about forty seconds. Then the phone started to ring 
again. The machine picked up after the fourth ring. 


"Sshhane! Sshhane!" Kevin's voice drawled. "Ah man, you're really fucking with me dude. I've called you three 
times this week | guess this means the wedding's off. And | already sent the invitations and like registered at 
Pottery Barn and everything. Todd's already bought his bridesmaids dress and had his shoes dyed to match!" 
| groaned. This could very well go on all night. Especially if they were as bored and stoned as they sounded. | 
reached over to the nightstand and grabbed the phone. "Hello." It came out sounding weak and pathetic. Good. 
Maybe | could end this quickly. 

"Hey Buddy! About time," Kevin laughed. "How you doing?" 

"Lousy, | have a headache," | replied. 

"When don't you have a headache these days?" he asked. 

| can't help it. It's not like these things are under my control," | snapped. 

"You should try pot. You could get medicinal marijuana and score for all of us.” 

"No, I'll stick with what | got" 

"You should try acupuncture. Seriously, it worked for my back," Kevin suggest. 


"What can | do for you Kevin?" | asked. 


"We're doing a show up in San Francisco and we want you to be there buddy!" 


I'll see you guys when you play in LA," | answered. 


"But our first show is in San Francisco. When need you there Shane! For moral support! You know we'd do it 


for youl Its in San Francisco. Maybe you'll meet someone!" Kevin cajoled. 


If | wanted to meet someone | could do it right here! I'm fine! Its not like | have trouble meeting people. l'm 
not a hermit and I'm not celibate either!" 


| can take anything but their pity. All my close friends, the ones that will still speak to me after | ‘broke’ 
Toby's heart that is, act like I'm falling apart. | get out, | do things. Just because | haven't immediately started 
recording or moved in with someone doesn't mean | don't have a life. I've had a lot of head aches lately. | 
haven't been able to sleep. So naturally | don't feel like going out every fucking night. And everybody trying to 
invite me places or fix me up with people is really starting to piss me off! 

"Shane," Kevin sighed, his voice turning uncharacteristically serious. "You've got to stop feeling sorry for 
yourself and get on with your life. You got to get out and have some fun! You know perfectly well that Toby 
isn't sitting around pining for you. I'm sorry if that hurts, but its the truth. I'm worried about you man 


‘lm not pining away for Toby for fuck sake!" | snapped. | closed my eyes and rubbed my temple. | could feel 
the headache coming back with a vengeance. "Is he coming?" 


"Who?" Kevin asked innocently. 
"You know fucking who!" 


"We invited him, but he won't show. He's all the way in England and he's busy. He's not going to come back for 
one show even if it is going to be fucking great. So it's safe to come out of hiding," Kevin replied 


"Still in England! Humph! With his boy toy. | understand the little fuck has a very tight asshole!” 

Kevin burst out laughing. "You must really miss him. You're even starting to sound like Toby!" 

"Fuck youl | do not! | couldn't even compete with that level of bitchery. Im not that much of a fag!" | cried 
"Well you sure sound like one now," Kevin chuckled 

"To hell with you! See if | come to your fucking show!" 

"Okay! Don't get your panties in a bunch! Jeeze! What happen to your sense of humor Shane?" Kevin asked. 
"It moved to England" | paused, "What about Mitch?" 


"Don't worry about Mitch being there." 


"You didn't invite him?" | ask. 


"I don't know where Mitch is. It wasn't like | could ask Toby. He probably wouldn't come any way. He was really 


pissed at me and Todd. | haven't heard word one about him in six months. Even Mike doesn't know where he is." 
There was a long silence. | know what we where both thinking. We were thinking we'd never see Mitch alive 
again. | can't understand how Toby could just fucking forget him. We fucked up. But this was his brother. They 
were thick as thieves. They couldn't stand to be apart. Even when they were apart for just a few days, Toby 
called Mitch every morning and every night. He didn't even do that with me. And now he sets him adrift. 
Kicking him out of the band was like handing him a loaded gun. Leaving the country was like telling him to go 
ahead and pull the trigger. 

‘lm not worried about seeing Mitch," | said quietly. 

"Yeah, | wouldn't mind seeing him myself. | can't watch poker with out thinking about him. | miss the crazy 
fucker. | miss you and Toby too. We had some good times. Played some good music. It's fucked up that it had 
to end." 

| couldn't help but feel like he was accusing me of destroying the band. | did. | ruined it for every one. "I sorry.” 
"Things change. Nothing can last forever. So are you coming?" Kevin asked again. 

"tll see." 

"Don't see, dol" he exclaimed. 

"IIl think about it!" 

"I'm going to call you to you say yes," he warned. 

"Just not tonight," | begged. 

"lll wait till tomorrow." 

'It was good hearing from you Kevin. Say hello to Todd for me," | said. 

"Will do. Take care of yourself buddy!" 


"Bye." | listened to the click of the receiver on the other end and returned my own phone to its rightful place. 


Taking a gulp from the bottle of water, | swallowed another pill for the pain. | suppose | should go to the show. 
It would be real shitty if not one us showed. But it felt like | would be going to a wake. It was in a way. A wake 


for The Black Fulcrum Brotherhood. | suddenly felt like the last eight years of my life were a total waste. | 
should have gone to medical school like my mother wanted. Here | was career over at thirty-one. Now | know 
what my dad went through when he lost his job. Maybe I'll get lucky and loose my mind too. Finally sleep came, 
pushing out all the usual thoughts, the culprits of my quietude. 


Tears in Your Beers 
Mitch 


| stared out the open door at the passing traffic. It was a beautiful Northern California day. A crystalline sky, 


a few drifting clouds, and a cool breeze coming off the coast, who could have troubles on a day like today? 


"Hey one more," | said to the bartender, throwing down three bucks and holding up an empty beer bottle. He 
was an old guy, in his fifties, seasoned enough not to bother with the formalities of speech. He just took my 
money and gave me a drink. It was a far cry from LA, where everyone looked good, even the corpses. And 
they always wanted to talk, especially when they thought you could do something for them. Usually | only let 
myself have one beer a day nowadays but today is special. Today | need more than one beer. | need three, 


maybe four. 


What | really would like is some Jack or a nice shot of tequila but | promised Ana | wouldn't so | won't. This 
sobriety shit is for the birds. Okay, l'm not technically sober, but I'm sober enough to know I'd rather be 
drunk. One beer a day doesn't mean Jack shit. So | can think clearly. Who in their right mind would want to 
think so much? 


The bartender here is so cool. Part of his left ear was missing. | still hadn't gotten him to tell me how. But 
after a few months he was warming up to me. | could tell it wouldn't be long before he did. These things take 
time. To him | was just a punk kid. | had told him | once played Madison Garden. He had laughed and told me | 
was too scrawny to be a boxer. When | told him | had fucked seven chicks in one day, he cut me off. It was 
alright. | had reached my two beer limit. It was Friday. On Fridays | can have two but | don't tell Ana. She has a 
hard enough time with one. There are a lot of drunks in her family. She never says anything when | leave to 
go the two blocks to the bar. When she thinks I've been there too long, she walks down and stands in the 
doorway. All the old Mexican men laugh at the gringo who's been whipped by the mamacita. | don't mind. | like 


her. 


And | like this bar. Milani's, this bar was built when people knew how to drink by guys that did. It was a bar 
for drunks. It opened at six am and had several customers by six fifteen There were brass placards drilled 
into the old mahogany bar. Not names of men of any particular distinction Just guys who lived a life the best 
they could, spending most of it sitting on a barstool, and when they died, were afforded the one luxury most 
never receive, to be remembered. | looked down at the name before me. "Giacamo Sanchez died in 1962". | lifted 


my bottle to old Giacamo. It was my last beer. It should be in remembrance to the dead. 


Dead like my fucking career. If this kept up, I'd have to get a job. | haven't exactly been looking for a new gig. 
Word travels fast in the music industry. | don't know if people know the specifics of what happened but | really 
don't want to find out. There have always been rumors about Toby and Shane though they've done their best 
to deny ‘em. Its so fumy watching Toby have to take out a girl. | have to admit he does a fair job making it 


look real. 


| remember when | figured out that he'd probably end up a fag. | was around sixteen so Toby would've been 
twelve, thirteen years old. I'd been out partying the night before and my friend Bud crashed at my house. | 
guess he woke up having to piss like a son of a bitch cause he busted into the bathroom with Toby standing 
there brushing his teeth and proceeded to take a piss. | don't know exactly what all happened but | guess Toby 
checked out Bud's piss hard-on and he was a bit too obvious about it cause Bud tried to beat the crap out of 
him. Well, fag or not, he's my little brother and | wasn't going to let any body beat the crap out of him but 
me, best friend or no best friend. | stood at the door with a baseball. At that point | had a curve ball breaking 
over a hundred so | could easily nail Bud and he knew it. So | cracked Bud one. Got him on the arm and told him 
to fuck off. | made sure Bud never breathed a word. Having a sheriff for a father doesn't have many 
advantages but it did have one. He scared the shit out of my friends. Later that night Toby asked me if mine 
was as big as Bud's. | was like, "Fuck if | know. It's not like | go around checking out guy's peckers! And if you're 


smart, you won't either!" You better believe | closed the door when | took a leak after that conversation 


So | don't know what everybody in LA knew or what. Even so, | had a bit of a reputation for trouble. And | 
wasn't about to fucking beg those bastards for shit! No fucking way! The problem was | was nearly broke and 
there was no two ways about it. Broke is relative, | know. Ana and her two kids survive on what | used to blow 
in a couple of days. But | got used to doing what | want when | want to and having a lot of money makes me 
feel good. It's nice to throw it in everyone's face, all those teachers and people who told me I'd end up nothing. 


And now it was almost gone. 


That fucker | clobbered really cleaned me out. Then there was Toby, the runt bastard. | had put most of my 
money in my mom's name right before | got divorced | wasn't about to give that bitch half of everything 
after two fucking years of what somebody might call a marriage. | only married her because it would piss 
Toby off. It was pleasure enough at the time, just to watch my brother's skin crawl. | figured if he was going 
to suck McClure's cock and fucking flaunt it, | sure as shit could find the dumbest blonde in the state and 
shove it in his face. | used to bring her on tour just to watch him grow more and more annoyed with her 
jabbering on about whatever she talked about. | managed to ignore just about everything she said between | do 


to | want a divorce. Pay backs a bitch. 


Of course if there's one thing Toby knows, its how to make pay back a real bitch. He decided to contest mom's 
will, knowing full well that was just about all | had left between the law suit and the divorce. He dragged it on 
so long, | ran through a lot of money to pay the shyster lawyers. And | was in court ordered rehab so | could 
do much about it. He's a smart little shit. If | had been out | would gone to Europe and cleaned his clock. So 
he's sitting pretty with all mine. | know why he did it but it's still fucked up. And | also know what he wants. He 
wants me to beg him to give me some money. He wants me to crawl to him with my tail between my legs and 
admit | can't do anything without his help. I'd rather die. Besides he wouldn't help me any way. He just wants 
the satisfaction of watching me grovel and then turn me away. Like | said, I'd rather die. 


Its funny. When | was a kid | used to think that | was just like my dad. | played great baseball just like him, | 
looked like him, and | had a temper like him. But now | realize it's Toby that's just like dad, a cold wily mother 
fucker! Oh they love you and care about you as long as they have use for you but when they don't, forget 
about it. And if you fuck up and piss them off, you're screwed. Toby plays like he's real gentle but the truth 
is he's vicious. He's worse than Dad. I'd take a pounding any day to that back handed faggot crap. 


| took out a dollar and pinned it under the empty bottle. | had to get going. | wanted to see Ana before | went 
to the show. She was pretty peeved that | wasn't taking her. | don't if you've ever seen an angry Latina but 
she puts Toby to shame. | think she thinks l'm embarrassed of her which is so not true. | tried to explain to 
her that there some things a man's got to do on his own. To be honest, | don't know if I'll even go inside. I've 
just gotten to the point were not playing isn't killing me. And I'm not sure | trust myself either. Those bastards 
screwed me. | helped make that band! | knew Todd and Kevin even before Toby came to LA! Tell me about 
business! When it starts being all about business than something is really wrong. Its supposed to be about the 
Rock ‘n Roll. | wouldn't have let Toby kick any of them out! We were supposed to stick together. We were the 
Brotherhood for fuck sake! | get pissed just thinking about it. So it wasn't a good idea to take Ana. There are 
sides of me she hasn't seen and | don't want her to. This was the past | was going to see. | didn't want it to 


fuck up my future. 


"See you manana," | said. The Bartender nodded. | shielded my eyes from the glare of the late afternoon sun. | 
think l'll stop at the store and get one of those small bottles of Jack. There was no way two beers would 
carry me through till eight. 


Heart Break Hotel 


When | find Todd and Kevin, I'm going to break their necks. | stepped away from the check in desk just in time 
to see Toby and his new ‘friend emerge from the elevator. They both had that tousled look and his little 
friend kept wiping his mouth self-consciously. Oh, how Toby loves elevators. | hid behind a pillar like an idiot. | 
know he saw me because | heard him snicker as he went past. | darted into the next elevator, feeling his eyes 


burning into my back. 


| made it to my room and collapsed on the bed. My heart was racing and that subtle pressure at my temples 
was starting to build | wanted ice for my headache but | didn't want to leave to get it. | should have known 
he'd show up. Nothing would give Toby more pleasure than to rub my nose in it. | went to the mini-bar and 
got a bottle of water. Rummaging through my bag, | found my pills and popped two. Might as well take them 
now instead of waiting till | could barely move. 


| didn't know what was worse, turning around and going back to the airport or staying the night in the same 
hotel as Toby. If | left now I'd look like an asshole. Toby would have a field day. Fuck him! Reaching for the 
phone, | realized my hands were shaking. | had to get a grip on myself. | went back to the mini-bar for 
something stronger. Seizing four bottles of whatever, | downed them in quick succession, barely feeling the 
burn. | was hit with a wave of nausea and rushed to the sink. | was able to push it back but turned the tap 
and stuck my head under it any way. | let the cool water flow over my scalp for a few minutes. Then the 
phone rang. Wiping my face on my shirt tail, | picked up the phone. 

"Hello?" 

"How was your flight?" It was Todd. 

"Fuck you!" | shouted into the phone. 

"Well it's good to talk to you too Shane!" Todd laughed. 


"Why didn't you tell me he was going to fucking be here?" | asked, the volume of my own voice making my 
head split. | was so angry | wanted to reach through the phone and punch Todd in the nose. 


"We didn't know until yesterday. What was | supposed to do? Tell him he couldn't come?" Todd asked. 
"You could have fucking called me!" | cried. | took off my shirt and tried to towel my hair dry with it. 
"Then you wouldn't have come." 


"Exactly!" | exclaimed. | lay back on the bed and draped the damp shirt over my face. "How could you do this to 


me?" 


"Huh?" 
| pulled the shirt away from my mouth. "I said how could you do this to me?" 


It wasn't anything intentional Shane. Besides you can't avoid Toby forever. It'll be good for you to see each 


other," Todd said in a cheery voice. 
"| already saw him and it wasn't good." 


"You're going to have to learn to deal with him sooner or later. We still have another album to make, 


remember?" Todd asked. 
"You can't be serious. You don't really think we'll actually do it? This is way beyond repair," | replied. 


"I intend to do it. | don't want to spend the next two years trying to get out of the record deal and do nothing. 
This isn't just about you and Toby and Mitch." 


| know that! And you're not doing nothing. Isn't that why we're all here?" | asked. 

"Look, tonight is supposed to be fun" 

"lm not going," | said. There was no way | was going to spend the evening suffering through Toby and his new 
fuck. | felt like shit. Worse, | looked like shit and the thought of him seeing me this way was unbearable. | could 
pull it off with everyone else but Toby knew me too well. He'd see | was a mess the minute he laid eyes on me. 
Hell, he probably already knew from our brief encounter in the lobby. Nothing would delight him more than 
seeing me circle the drain. | could already see the sated look of satisfaction on his pointy little face. 

"Fuck Shane! Don't be stupid! You came up here and everything," Todd cried. 

"Why don't | go gather a roomful of your ex-girlfriends and see how you like it?" | countered, 

"That could be fun! Some of them were real hotties! Besides it's not a roomful Shane. It's just Toby!" 

"Toby is equal to or greater than a roomful of irate women!" | responded. Frankly I'd rather be in tank of 
barracudas. It's amazing how someone you loved so much could end up evoking such feelings of loathing. | 
guess loathing isn't the right word. Maybe it is on his part. What | feel is more like trepidation. 

"You got me there," Todd laughed. 


"I just can't do it Todd. | wish you luck and all that. | hope you have a great show but | can't go." 


"I don't understand why you let him get to you. If he gets bitchy just ignore him like I've done for the past 
eight years! What the hell can he do?" Todd asked. 


"Why don't you ask Mitch that question," | said sarcastically. 


"Mitch was getting out of control and we needed to finish the tour. This is totally different. Toby can't do 
anything to you unless you let him get to you. I'm not going to drag you to the show but if you ask me, if you 
really want to stick it to him, then you should go and have a good time. Besides, we were really looking forward 
to hanging out. Sean Penn is supposed to be coming! Come on dude! Don't be such an old lady!" 


"l'm not up to it. | have a headache," | answered. 
"Well take a nap like a good old lady and I'll call you in a couple of hours!" Todd hung up before | could reply. 


| took Todd's advice and fell asleep. Even if | could get a flight, | was in no mood to be sitting in an airport. And 
when my head simmered down to a dull roar, aided no doubt by the alcohol and painkillers, | drifted off into a 


deep dreamless sleep. 


Around five pm my door rattled. | sat up and heard the soft murmuring of voices outside. | had forgotten to 
put out the Do Not Disturb sign. | should be getting up any way. | hadn't eaten since morning. The door rattled 
again and | heard muffled laughter, so | went to the door and looked out the peephole. 


Toby had his fuck toy pinned to my door. Toby was nipping at his neck, running his tongue along the jaw line 
and teasing him with quick kisses. | felt the nausea return. | knew he was doing it for my benefit. Nothing with 
Toby is ever a coincidence. Fuck toy kissed back. 


"We shouldn't be doing this here. Some one might see," Fuck Toy giggled. Right! You little shit! Like you don't 


know exactly what you're doing. 


"You think?" Toby asked. He looked right up at the peephole and grinned. The dirty bastard! | felt the anger rise 
in me. Before | thought about what | was doing, | yanked the door open. Graceful as ever, Toby pulled back in 
time but Fuck Toy came tumbling down into the room. Lying on the floor, he looked up at me, his face loosing 


color. Apparently | overestimated his savvy. He was nothing more than a pawn in Toby's game of revenge. 


Fuck Toy leapt to his feet, mumbling some incoherent aplogy. He looked at me out of the corner of his eye and 
then over to Toby, before stepping back out the door. As he started to go, Toby grabbed hold of his arm and 


spun his around to face me. Fuck Toy's face turned bright red. 


"| don't think you two have met. | would have introduced you earlier but | didn't want to interrupt your quiet 
time behind the pillar, Shane," Toby smiled but his icy voice betrayed him. "Shane, this is Scott, the love of my 
life. Scott, this is Shane, the guy who ripped out my heart and served it to me on a platter. But | guess we 
should thank him. If he weren't such an unconscionable prick, we wouldn't have each other would we? Go ahead 


Scotty, thank him." 


"Umm, nice to meet you," Fuck Toy Scott stuttered with an irritatingly hot British accent. | almost felt sorry 


for him. It was never easy to be caught in the crosshairs of Toby on a rampage. | had often stood by 
helplessly as he lashed out at some hapless victim, leaving them quivering and me dying of embarrassment. 
There wasn't much you could do in those situations. 

"How's that for gratitude. Kids today," Toby quipped. "I'll have to show you how to give a proper thanks. 
Another time though. | just wanted to stop by and make sure you didn't over sleep Shane. Todd said you 
weren't feeling well. You do look like shit. | guess you're not going then,’ he said smugly. 


‘Of course | am," | replied coolly. Damn him, damn him. Now | had to go. He tricked me, the bastard. 


"Oh we're so glad to hear that. Aren't we Scott," Toby cooed in an annoyingly sweet babyish voice that he 
knew absolutely set my teeth on edge. "Run along Scott. I'll be there in a minute." 


"Yeah, run along Scotty. Let the grown-ups talk," | snapped. 
"Temper, temper Shane!" Toby laughed. 


| better be shoving off," Scott said, looking as awkward as he must feel. We both watched in silence as nearly 
ran down the hall. 


"What the fuck do you want Toby?" | asked when he was out of sight. 
"| just wanted to know how it feels." 
"What?" | asked, wanting to end this as quickly as possible. 


"How does it feel watching someone else enjoy what was once yours? But | guess you were never really mine, 
were you Shane?" A bit of emotion had edged into his voice. 


"Loving you was never a question Toby," | sighed. 


"Well I'm off. | think there's still time for one quick fuck!" Toby pulled me forward, kissing me roughly. "It hurts 


doesn't it? | wanted to be sure you knew that." 


| slammed the door before he was halfway to the elevator. I'd have a drink and take a shower. | was going to 
go to this thing and have a good time. Even if it kills me. 


The Best Laid Plans 


Toby 


| picked a dark blue shirt because it really sets off my eyes and | knew it was Shane's favorite. Then the 
tightest pair of jeans | own. Scott was singing in the shower again. Sometimes | miss Shane's silences. | was 
feeling cranky. Of course it wasn't Scott's fault. ‘Loving you was never a question Toby: Yeah, then why did 
you go and fuck it up? Asshole! | have to admit it was pretty ballsy for him to open the door. | hadn't 
expected that. | thought for sure he would just cower behind it and watch. Shane isn't much for 


confrontations. Not unless | really push him. 

| looked in the mirror. | undid all but the last two buttons of the shirt. Yeah, | looked good. Now for the final 
touch, Ferragamo's Subil Pour Homme. Just a hint at my throat and on my chest. One whiff of that and Shane 
will be in agony. And that's what | want to see, agony in his eyes. | can't believe he actually hid from me in the 
lobby. It just proves my point, his immature. 


Scott crept up behind me, nuzzling my neck. "Hey, no dripping on my shirt," | whined. "It cost a small fortune." 


"You smell good," he whispered in my ear, his damp hair brushing against my cheek. He slid his hand around my 
front and gave my crotch a light squeeze. "You look good too." 


“There'll be time enough for that later," | smiled, pushing his hand away. 
"Me want now!" he growled pulling me towards the bed. 


"Stop! Stop!" | cried, trying not to laugh. If | did it would just encourage him. "I just got dressed and you need to 
get ready too." 


"Let me grab a fag first," he replied. He grabbed me and pulled me down on him. 


"Cute! Even after the umpteenth time. You need new material Scotty." | wiggled free and hopped off the bed. 


"And now my shirt's wrinkled." 

| don't much care for that Shane," he said, watching me smooth out my shirt. 
| met his steady gaze. "Oh? Why?" | asked. 

"Because he makes you cross and then you're no fun" 


| leaned down and kissed him. "We'll have fun after. | promise. It's just that tonight is very important," | 


explained. 


"For you? How?" he asked. 
"Just be patient for me. Okay?" 


"IIl be what ever you want love. But if you're over him, like you said, | can't understand why you're so 


anxious," he said. 

"l'm not anxious. | just have a lot on my mind. It has nothing to do with Shane." 

It really wasn't all together about Shane. | stood at the window and watched the traffic below. Evening 
commuters crammed Mason Street waiting for an opportunity to turn right on Pine. Kevin and Todd hadn't 
heard from Mitch and they seemed surprised when | insisted they put him on the guest list. If he showed, | 
wanted him to get in, not carted off by the cops for getting into a fight with the doorman. | was beginning to 
worry | might be wrong. There was a chance he hadn't even heard of the show. If he was still in LA he 
certainly would have. But if he was still in LA somebody would have seen him and | would have heard about it. 
Mitch could be anywhere. Or worse yet, not at all. | refuse to feel guilty. He is a bastard and he deserved it. 
Being worried isn’t the same thing as feeling guilty. 


Its your brother isn't it?" Scott asked, standing beside me. He sighed and shook his head. "If he doesn't come 
tonight will it be the end of the world?" 


vies 
"Well then he will. | won't have the world end today," He said, giving me a hug. 

"Oh and you're in charge of that?" | asked 

"| most certainly am" 

"Go get dressed" | ordered 

"Yes, sire.” 

"And don't call me sire” 

"Yes, my lady" He grinned and darted into the bathroom before my shoe made contact with the door. 

Things were chaotic backstage. There were people everywhere, not just road crew but lots of ‘quests’, lots of 
female quests. Todd and Kevin were more hyper than | had ever seen them. Well, Kevin was about as hyper as 


he can ever get, which basically means standing instead of sprawling. | had paid one of the roadies to keep a 


look out for Mitch out front, but | wondered how he'd ever find me in this mess. 


Accepting the beer Scott offered me | spied Shane standing in the corner talking with that vague expression of 
his. Smiling to myself, | sauntered over, Scott in toe. Shane said nothing. In fact he barely acknowledged me but 
| saw that his eyes lingered a bit too long to accomplish the brush off he was hoping for. It was obvious that 


he was miserable. Good. 

"Shane who is this enchanting creature you're talking to?" | asked. My grin widened as | took her in She was 
something to behold alright. She was what Todd liked to call a backstage Betty, and judging from the shine of 
her eyes, she was about as bright as a small appliance light bulb. Somebody Mitch would be interested. Not 
someone | expected to see Shane with. He must be getting desperate. 

‘lm Stacy," she giggled. 

"What do you know, Stacy happens to be my favorite name," | replied, edging closer to Shane. 

"I bet you always say that," she laughed. 

"I bet you're right," | laughed. | glanced over at Shane who glared at me while sipping his drink but he said 
nothing. He looked tired and surprisingly thin Which meant that he wasn't eating and if Shane wasn't eating it 
could only mean one thing. He was getting headaches again. A little bit of my heart sank. Yes, | wanted him 
miserable. But | wanted him miserable because he missed me and had realized what a huge mistake he made, 
not because he wasn't feeling well. 

"You look very familiar to me. Where have | seen you before?" Scott asked Stacy. He was stealing quick looks 
at her chest. We would have to have a little talk about this when we returned to the hotel. For now, | stepped 
on his toes. "Hey! That was my foot you just trod onl" he yelped. Sometimes he was so clueless. Shane laughed 


with a knowing look. 


‘lm sorry Scott. It's just that your feet are so big. But you know what they say about men with big feet," | 
chirped. 


"Seriously though, where do | know you?" Scott asked again. 
"Maybe you've seen my movies," Stacy giggled. 
"Perhaps that's it! What were you in?" Scott asked, 


"Oh a bunch! There's ‘Come Another Day’ or ‘A Tail and Two Titties‘. | was also in Sorority Sluts lb and Fast and 


Curious," she said with a totally straight face. We were silent for a moment. What can you say? 
"So you're in adult films," Scott said, breaking the awkward silence. "That must be..rewarding.’ 


"You're screwing a porn star now?" | asked Shane angrily. "So thats what you've been doing?" 


"Toby, | think you've got." 
"You're obviously doing all your thinking with your dick," | interrupted. | turned to the Bimbo. ‘Let me tell you 
something sweetheart. He's a cheater. He's done it once he'll do it to you. And whatever you do, don't touch his 
ass. If you touch his ass he'll freak out!" 

"Uh, | think | better get another drink Excuse me," she replied, quickly walking away. 

"Toby! What did you do that for? You looked like a bloody ass!" Scott cried. 

"Mind your own fucking business!" | snapped. | glared at Shane. "You really fucking disgust me Shane!" 

"Really? Well you really fucking amuse mel Since you just insulted Mike's new wife!" Shane replied smugly, 
"Toby, sometimes | really have to wonder about you," Scott said. "m going for some air. 

"Trouble in paradise?" Shane asked once Scott had retreated 

"Fuck you Shane! You could have said something sooner," | growled 

"Why? And miss that?" Shane winced and rubbed his temples. 

"You know you shouldn't drink! The alcohol triggers your migraines," | said. "Where are you pills?" 

"Just leave me alone!" Shane snapped. "I can take care of myself. You have a new and improved cocksucker to 


nag and suffocate, remember?" Shane stormed off, leaving me standing there alone. Shane with the upper hand, 


no sign of Mitch, nothing was going as planned. 


Damn Mutha 


Why should this morning be any different than the others? | woke up long ago, yet | can't get myself to move 
off this bed. | crawled out of it only for the usual morning things one does when he wakes up and to get a new 
pack of smokes from my stash. Now l'm just lying here, smoking and watching the ceiling. The TV is on, but | 


can't be bothered to follow what's going on there in its narrow square world 


Hotels are the same everywhere. Not a slightest touch of personality. And this room just enhances the feeling 


of not having any connection to myself. 


| feel so.. empty. Empty of any will to do anything, empty of the ability to react at any stimulus. | only lay 


here, like a corpse getting rotten 


Emptiness is loneliness. | feel lonely, yet | can't get myself to go and join the others wherever they might be 
and whatever they might be doing. 


| could think about recent events, muse about them and sort things out so | could figure the answers for 
some questions that have been haunting my mind lately. But that would be too much effort for my brain as 
well. The ceiling above me, and the pointless noise from the TV seem more interesting for me now. At least 
they don't ask me to pay attention to them. Actually they don't ask for anything, they don't get mad at me if | 
ignore them, they don't have any stupid demands. So here | am, lying in bed, gazing at the ceiling. 

Loneliness is cleanliness. Somehow | feel dirty, and right now | don't give a shit. Dirt keeps me warm. | said no 
to Schneider, on the reason that a relation with him might be bad for the band, yet | didn't mind fucking with 
Richard and Paul. With Richard and Paul it was just fucking, | wasn't required in any way to put any emotion, 
nothing. Not that they wouldn't want it, but | just felt comfortable with myself keeping it like this. 

With Christoph it would be like.. Oh, fuck; | get dizzy only if | start to think! 

"Mornin Till!" 

My gaze regretfully leaves the ceiling. 

Oh, there's Flake! 

"Back from the morning walk?" | ask with the cig hanging in the corner of my mouth. 

"You're still in bed? It's almost noon, you lazy ass," he answers. 


"Well, I'm tired Concert, then bed performances... 


Flake takes a seat, but not on the bed, near my sprawled body, but on an armchair, facing me. He props his 


elbows on the arms and crosses his fingers, resting his chin on his clenched hands, looking like someone ready 


to listen to a good story. 
"| didn't even have my coffee," | say peering at the TV. 
"Uhuh," mumbles Flake. 


"You could bring me some," | say and shake the cig ash in the ashtray placed on the corner of the matress, 


near my pillow. 

"The phone is near your head, on the night stand," he replies. "They invented room-service, you know?" 

| grin and drag another smoke. 

"You're asking for too much from me," | answer. 

"No shit, Till" he mutters and puts his arms in his lap, while wearing a displeased expression on his face. 


"You wouldn't do this for me, right? Not even call room-service for me?" | sigh rising my gaze over the 


ceiling. 
"Well, l'm tired of it," he says, calmly. 


| twist my head and look at the TV's screen again. | grab the remote control and start zapping through the 


channels. 


| don't want to ask him what he is exactly tired of, because a long discussion will follow and | really am not in 


the mood for it, either. 


"You wouldn't, even if my life would depend on it," | muse out loud while changing the chanrels. "I'm tired, l'm 


getting old, and this life is really wearing me out." 

"Yeah, life's a real bitch," he spits at me and stands up. 

"You sound like a bitch today," | mumble watching him walking out of the room. 
Oh, well, no one died yet because he didn't have his morning coffee. 


And when l'm thinking that | have to stand up, have a shower and then drag my body to somewhere, to do 


something, to keep myself active, depresses me even more. 


| feel dirty, yet | can't unglue myself from the sheets. Wish | could have a nap, but | can't fall asleep. Though | 


am so tired and so drained. 


All that bullshit that | served Christoph is making me dirty. But the thought of coming clean to him is more 
frightening. 


| hate when emotion is involved, makes me feel like I'm chained, choking me, putting me in a vulnerable position. 
I've been vulnerable for so many years and it wasn't worth, because exactly those who shouldn't have taken 
advantage from it chose to hit me where it hurt the worst. Now l'm not willing to risk again. Better keep it 
simple and clean. 

Cleanliness is godliness. 

"Thought I'd still find you here, like this." 

Flake's voice makes my glance slide down again from the ceiling over to his slim frame. 

He's back already and he's carrying two coffee cups. 

"You came back," | state. 

| brought you coffee," he replies walking over to my bed. 

‘Mmmm, aren't you a good boy? Thanks!" | say starting to smile. 

"Here," he says, lifting the left hand. "Your coffee!" He adds and turns the cup upside down. 

The brownish coffee powder empties all over the bed. 


"What the fuck?" | growl, moving backwards. 


"Do you want sugar with it?" he continues and lifts the other cup spreading sugar all over the covers and the 


pillow. 
"What the fuck is wrong with you?" | burst rising. 
"You, Tilll You and your fucking laziness!" He answers on a vicious tone. 


"You've got PMS or something?" | growl, shaking the linen to make the specks of coffee and the sugar fall on 
the floor. 


"No, I'm just sick of it, and sick of you," he answers retaking his seat on the armchair. 


He's too used with me to fear that | might actually get off of this bed, break one of his legs and beat the shit 
out of him with it. That's probably what's he's after, to make me so angry so I'd get out of my bed. | know 


him very well too. 
"What did | do this time?" | sigh laying back on the mattress and start zapping again through the TV chanrels. 
He doesn't reply just keeps watching the TV screen for a while. 


Nothing interesting. | leave it like that and light another cig. | recline on my back, put an arm under my head 


and start admiring the ceiling again. 

"Did you notice | have a cold?" | hear his voice. 

He has a cold? Fuck, what about the tonight's concert? 

"Take some pills and you'll be as good as new," | reply exhaling the smoke loudly. 
| put the cig back in my mouth and the other arm under my head. 


"Just as | thought so, you didn't even notice. l'm invisible for you. You notice me only when you have problems, 


or you're horny and have no one to fuck for the evening.’ 
Where did | hear that tirade before? 


"Who has to put up with your crap all the time? Who has to listen to you whining every time? ‘Oh, Richard did 
this, Paul said that... Nobody understands me, the world hates me..' That's what | have to hear all the time 


from you." 


‘Sorry, didn't think you wanted me to serenade you under your balcony, princess," | grumble and take the cig 


out of my mouth. 

"No, Till, that's not what | want. We've been together for so long. I've put up with you screwing around. That | 
can understand, though | don't like it. But your Majesty is so lazy; you wouldn't make the effort to put some 
emotion in whatever relation we have. I'm the one who has to always... | feel like I'm chasing you around!" 
"You're starting to sound like my ex-wives.” 

"Yeah, but maybe they were right. I'm the one who has to call, who has to go after you. And it's like you don't 
give a shit whether I'm near you or not. You give me the impression that l'm bothering you most of the 


times." 


"Well, right now your whining is really bothering me," | answer and get again the remote control like trying to 


give myself another chance to watch something interesting on TV. 


"You stupid ass!" Flake blurts and, with a jump, he's in front of me and snatches the remote from my hand. 


"You and your fucking TV!" He hisses, shaking of anger, while pressing the red button to turn the TV off. "Pay 
some attention to me, for once!" He adds and throws the remote somewhere along the room and the small hall 
to the bathroom. 

Then | hear the poor object falling on the tiles with a crashing sound. 

"Wow, you're madl" | sneer and put out the cig. 

"And you're just a selfish bastard!" He replies, calmer, but despiteful. 

"What's new?" | say propping my elbow on the pillow and resting my head on the palm. 

"Oh, fuck of fl" He gives up. "I won't be your fuck buddy anymore!" 

‘No problem, | can find someone else. Now, please bring me back the remote." 

"You're incurable!" He says on a exasperate tone. 

"Well, what do you want me to do? Bring you flowers and chocolates?" 

"No, Till. You can shove them up your ass, that's not what I'm asking for. But, as always, you haven't been 
listening. | want some consideration, you dumb fuck. But screwing around with Paul and Richard is worth your 
attention more. I'd tell you to go play with Richard and Paul, but they won't get you back, anyway!" 

"No problem, there are others," | smirk putting out the cig. 

My throat is really hoarse, | do need some liquid to chase away the smoke stuck there. 

"Like who?" He mocks me. 

"Well, Christoph would be fine for starters," | reply on the same mocking tone. 

"Christoph is with someone else," he howls in laughter. 

This icy claw sticks into my spine, holding me breathless for one second. 

"With whom?" | emit through my gritted teeth. 


"Well, get out of your fucking bed and find out!" He snarls. 


"That's bullshit," | mumble and lay on my back again. 


"| wouldn't be so sure. But you can't be bothered to go and find out even that. Fine, stay like that. Keep being 
so self-centered, you're the fucking god. The world should be standing at your feet to serve you. Keep whining 
about how shitty life is. On hate others and yourself! Oh, the tragic figure! Fucking drama queen. 


"The solitary sad poet! Actually that bed you're on has more sensitivity than you. Nothing can ever touch you, 
you're just stone and ice, nothing more. You aren't able of any feelings. You can't love anything, not even 
yourself. You hate yourself so much that you demand and expect others to love you, in compensation. If 
you're in love with something, it's your fucking sadness!" He concludes and leaves the room followed by the 
door slamming with a fierce thud. 


Oh, fuck him and his moods! When did he become such a bitch? "Pay attention to me, you're a selfish pig" ... 
blah, blah, blah! At least he should have fetched back the remote. 


| look at the darkened screen of the TV. In the black glass | can see the whole room reflected. And me, lying in 


my bed, as well. 


He's wrong, | don't see myself as a god or anything of that sort. And my problems are my own, along with my 
suffering and everything. I'm not claiming to be a fucking martyr, and I'm not looking to achieve godliness. If 


there's a god up there, he's just empty and dry like | am now. 


And intoxicated with madness. Like this madness burning up my insides while just picturing Christoph with 
someone else but me. What happened with all those sentiments he confessed he has for me? 


In the motionless dark world of the TV screen | can see myself shifting on my side and putting the ashtray on 
the nightstand. Somehow my glance gets stuck on my own reflection, fascinated by the sight. 


How could | ask for faithfulness from him since l'm such a whore myself too, though? | just rejected him, 
what do | want from him? To wait for me? To wait until and if | make up my mind? 
The sight of my own frame lying in bed, half covered by the sheets, is starting to piss me off. Fuck, | need 


that remote control to turn off this reflection of mine. How do you turn off a turned off TV? 
Shit, | give up! 


| only sink deeper under the covers and throw them over my face hoping that I'll be able to fall asleep. 


To be continued... 


Trick or Treat? 


Shane 


| woke up with a splitting headache, a pasty mouth and not quite sure where | was. | can't believe | was dumb 
enough to mix those pills with booze. Three or four drinks and | was totally gone. | pried my eyes open and 
realized my head was resting on someone's chest. Looking up, | saw Mitch's profile against a pillow. He was 


asleep. Mitch! How did he get here? And his hair! 


Sitting up, | tried to remember exactly what happened last night. | remember being on stage. We did three 
songs. It went well | think. When we got backstage, | had another argument with Toby. It was about my drinking 
or Mitch or something. Everything probably. | think | said some pretty nasty things but I'm not certain. | could 
have just thought them. | did something wrong but | can't remember. | should've known better. The headaches, 
pills and drink, it's always a bad combination. | should've known better than to come here at all. I'm not ready 


for Toby. I'm not ready to see him, especially with somebody else. 


"Have another drink" Mitch was awake. He looked up at my through half opened eyes, running a hand over his 
stubble covered chin "Hair of the dog. It always works for me." 


"I think I'd puke," | said. Despite feeling like crap, the familiar stirrings at his close proximity returned. Only a 
splitting headache and the need to vomit restrained me. That and | smelled like a brewery. 


"Well have a soda or..." 


Before he could finish his sentence, | leaped up and ran to the bathroom. | made it to the toilet just in time. | 
was too old for this. The acrid odor of bile and stale beer assaulted me. | looked up to see Mitch standing in 
the doorway laughing at me. 


"Light weight!" he laughed. He wet a washcloth and handed it to me. | wiped my face and slowly stood up. 
"You're probably dehydrated," he said. | followed him and sat back on the bed as he went to the tiny 
refrigerator and got me a bottle of water. | ended up drinking two and felt a little bit better. "Do you want 
something to eat?" he asked. The very thought turned my stomach. | shook my head. 


"If | go take a shower will you promise not to leave?" | asked. He stared at me a moment then nodded. He 
turned on the TV and plopped down on the bed next to me. | slipped my hand over his and squeezed it. He didn't 
look at me but he didn't move his hand away. 


"Go shower! You smell like puke," he said, not taking his eyes from the baseball game on the screen 
| leaned over and kissed him on the cheek and headed for the shower. | made the water as hot as | could stand 


it hoping to drive all the residual alcohol and bad feelings out of my system. | washed my hair and let the 


searing water penetrate my scalp. Dripping wet, | stood in front of the mirror. My eyes were red and swollen | 


brushed my teeth and shaved. | looked a bit more human even if | didn't feel that way. When | returned to the 


room, Mitch was on the phone. When he saw me, he quickly and quietly ended the conversation 
"Who was that?" | asked. 


"Nobody," he replied, turning the sound back up on the TV. | knew better than to press him. When Mitch didn't 
want to talk, he didn't. 


| dropped the towel around my waist and took a pair of boxers from my suitcase. | noticed Mitch check me 
out with a sideways glance and smiled. "Like what you see?" | teased Mitch turned bright red and looked down. 


"| just figured you'd wear fag underwear is all," he snapped. 


| laughed. "Come off it Mitch! You've seen my underwear before on at least a couple of occasions if memory 


serves." Mitch glared at me and flipped me off. "I though you'd never ask!" | cried, jumping on the bed. 


| pulled him down next to me and ran my hand over his hair. | missed the long dark locks. Now there was 
nothing to hold onto. Resting my hand on his neck, | gave him a soft gentle kiss. | kissed his chin and his neck. | 
eased up his shirt and pulled out one arm at a time and slipped it over his head. | worked my way down his 
chest, breathing him in as | went. Reaching his pants, | sat up on my elbow and slowly undid his belt with one 
hand. Unzipping his fly, my hand slid down and between and rubbed. Staring straight up at the ceiling, he 
shuddered. 


"Do you want me to stop?" | tentatively asked. He shook his head, and sighing, closed his eyes. | pushed his 
pants down to his knees and bent forward, dragging my tongue down one thigh and up the next. | kissed his 
throbbing cock through the thin cotton of his shorts then stood up. | yanked his pants off and dropped them 


on the floor. 


"Scoot farther up on the bed," | said. He looks up at me and moves up the bed till he's resting on the pillows. | 
recline on my side next to him. | kiss him again, this time with more fervor. His mouth opens willingly, his 
tongue meeting mine. His mouth is so soft, so deliciously sweet, so | keep on kissing him as | guide his hand to 
my cock. | slowly move it up and down my stiffening shaft. | groan. Its been a long time since | felt something 
so wonderful. Leaving his hand working my cock, | rest my own on his crotch. He's already sporting a mammoth 
erection | love how hard he gets at my slightest touch. It makes me feel like | have dominion over his entire 


body. 


| wiggle my hand through the fly of his shorts. | gentle run my finger down his quivering dick | let it tease the 
underside of the head then over the tip. | smear the forming droplets of precum across the sensitive slit. 
Mitch moans into my mouth and as | take him with my entire hand he bucks into it. | keep kissing him, reveling 
in how right it feels. A warm golden glow descends on me. The heat surges up through my groin and bathes 


my entire body. | shiver and come. 


"| knew | shouldn't have bothered with clean underwear," | laugh. | give him one last kiss as | sit up. | take off 


my soiled shorts and wipe myself clean before returning my attention to Mitch. He watches me through half 

closed eyes. His hand is down the front of his boxers. | can see his fingers leisurely move under the fabric. He 
looks so incredibly hot. Watching him reawakens my desire. He bites his lip as | pull his hand away and remove 
his shorts. 


Bending down, | take the head of his cock in my mouth. My tongue bathes it with saliva before | ease down and 
take another inch. Mitch moans and clutches at the sheets. | rub little circles on his hip with my thumb and 
take a little more. | drag my lips upward before quickly descending. 

"Ah fuck. Jesus, you're good," Mitch cried, arching into my mouth. 

| swiftly move up and down his shaft. | let my hand wander. Finding that tender strip between his balls and his 
entrance, | lightly traced it. Mitch began to moan and mutter. He started grinding his backside into the 
mattress. | smiled around his twitching cock. | knew exactly what he needed. Releasing him from my mouth, | 
looked up at him and grinned. He watched licking his lips as | gradually slid to fingers into my mouth. Covering 
them with saliva, | inched them out of my mouth bit by bit. 

"Is this what you want baby?" | asked. He nodded. "You know the rules. You got to tell me.” 

"That's what | want," Mitch gasped. 


| gentle pressed one dripping finger at his hole. "Tell me Mitchie. | want details," | whispered. 


‘| want you to fuck me with those fingers till | fucking come. Is that specific enough for you?" he sneered, his 
bad boy calling card. | removed the finger and quickly rolled him on his side, giving him a swat on the ass. 


"Ask nicely my Mitchie," | cooed. He groaned and | gave him another playful swat. 
"Oh Jesus Shane! Please, | just need you to do it! Please!" Mitch cried. 


"So you did miss me," | smile. "All right Mitchie," | said, rolling him back over. "Eight months is a long time to 
go without having your delectable ass prodded. I'll let it slide this time." 


| re-wet my fingers and pressed one in He immediately began pressing back into it. | loved the exquisite look of 
pleasure on his face when ever | played with his ass. It wasn't long before he was begging for two. | happily 


accommodated him. | took his cock back in my mouth, working it in tandem with my thrusting fingers. 


"How do you do it? How do you fucking do this to me?" Mitch asked, grunting and bucking. He went rigid and 


cried out. His come surged down my throat and | greedily too every drop. 
| lay back down beside him and pulled him close. | kissed his forehead. "You're beautiful," | whispered. 


"Girls are beautiful. Not guys,” he replied. 


"Guys can be beautiful too. And you are," | said | kissed his neck and pressed my once again hard cock against 


his bare belly. "| dont want to just fuck you Mitch. | want to make love to you." 

Mitch scoffed and pulled away. "Don't start that crap! l'm not a fucking girl!" he snapped. 
"What? You think you have to be a girl to make love?" | asked angrily. 

"Don't get all emotional on me!" he shouted 

"Emotional? So | don't mean anything to you then?" 


"| didn't say that! See! Fags are just like girls! You're putting words into my mouth!" he yelled, standing up and 
pulling on his shorts. 


‘I've put more than words into your mouth Mitch. And in case you still haven't figured it out, what we've been 


doing together is what fags do! So what's that make you Mitch?" | shouted back 
"Go to helll I'm not like that! You trick mel" 


"I trick you?" | asked in disbelief. Mitch went over to the counter and opened a tiny bottle of Jack Daniels and 
drank it. "So you're going to get drunk now? That's your answer. You don't like the truth so you get drunk!" 


"Look who's talking! You were drunk as a skunk last night! You bawled like a baby!" 


He was right. | was drunk last night, but it was the idea that | cried that bothered me. "Yeah well | wasn't 


drunk because l'm afraid to admit | like dick!" 
‘lm not afraid to admit anything if it were the truth," he barked. The phone began ringing. 
"What the hell do you think is going on between us?" | asked. 


"| don't fucking know!" Mitch cried. He grabbed the phone, shouted "Fuck you" into the receiver and slammed it 


back down. 
"Nicel It was probably the people next door complaining about the shouting," | sighed. 
"Well you started it!" 


| watched in silence as Mitch got dressed. He pulled on his jacket and looked at me. "Don't go like this Mitch," | 


begged. "| don't even know where you've been or where you're going.’ 


"A fat lot you guys care," he cried. 


"| care! We all care! We've been worried about you," | replied. 


‘Oh yeah! You all seemed real worried last night when you were playing without mel" It came out as almost a 


sob. He was trembling. 


| got up and went to him. | held his resisting body tightly against me. "Nobody knew where you were Mitch! 
Kevin and Todd both wanted you there. Nobody knew where you were." 


There was a loud pounding at the door. "I know Mitch is fucking in there Shane! So open the God Damn door and 


let me inl" Toby screamed. | guess we know now how was on the phone. 


Heads, Tails, or the Whole Coin? 


Toby 


Pete called me first thing. Mitch had used his charge card. He had been at the show last night and had 
charged nearly two hundred dollars worth of drinks. Good to see rehab had the desired effect on him. | could 
kick myself for not going out and checking the bar myself. | was too busy dealing with Shane and his asinine 
ass. | figured any idiot could spot a boisterous, drunken bastard like Mitch but apparently not any idiot could. 
l'm a bit surprised though. Given how much he must have drunk, | figured he would have made a scene. 


| really didn't think he was there because if playing "Damn Mutha’ without him didn't get a rise out of him | 
don't know what would. There was even a moment there were | felt him, that feeling | usually get when he's 
scowling or just generally discontent. | was fully prepared to have him rush the stage. But when he didn't, | 
though | was imagining things. Well at least the Mitch radar still works even if it is rusty. He must have been 
comatose when we took the stage Otherwise, he would have thrown a fit. Now | know he's in San Francisco. 


That's a place to start. Or at least he was here. | can't believe he was right under my nose and | missed him. 


This is all Shane's fault. If we weren't having a knock down drag out fight, | would have checked the bar again 
myself after we played. But he practically stumbled off stage. | only counted four beers but God knows how 
many painkillers he took. Shane is one of those people that never looks wasted even when he is. When it 

becomes even slightly noticeable, he should have been cut off two drinks before. So | took his beer right out 
of his hand. I've done it many times before with nothing more than his guilty grin in return. But last night he 
went into a rage. He seized my arm and began to shout, "I can fuck whoever | want and drink what | please! | 


don't answer to you any more, bitch!" 


I've been called a lot of things, but you don't call a man a bitch. | don't care how flamboyant and queer. But 
you especially don't call me that. Yes, | tend to go for a guy before a girl, but not always. | don't like sports 
much but | scratch my balls just like every other guy. If waiting to do so when tactful means I'm effeminate, 
fine. But I'm not. | run two miles every day. | lift weights and I'll be damned if | let any one call me bitch, even 
if it is a guy who used to fuck me on a daily basis. | know it was the pills but that didn't mean | would tolerate 
it. 


"Not any more darling," | hissed in his ear. "I finally found someone who isn't a pussy about taking my cock in 
his ass. Pardon my mixed metaphors but if any one of us could fall into the category of bitch, its you Shane. 
Maybe if you had learned to take it like a man, we'd still be together." 


Shane's face contorted with anger. | had never seen him that way before. He looked like a different person. He 
looked evil. | stepped back, but not in time. Shane threw a punch and even though he stumbled, it still managed 
to catch me on the lip. | just stood there in shock, holding my mouth. I've seen Share in fist fights but never, 
never has he hit me before. Maybe a slap, after | slapped him, but never hard. Nothing that hurt or would 


leave a mark. | felt like my heart was breaking all over again. If he could hit me, he could hate me. 


Scott pushed him back. Thank God he was nearly as big as Shane. "You're drunk, mate. You need to go," Scott 


said in an even voice. 


I'm not your fucking matel" Shane shouted. "And yeah I'm drunk! Give it time. You will be too. That little 
fucker," he said, pointing at me, "he drives every one to drink! It's the only way you can tolerate him. Soon 
you'll have to drink just to take him touching you! | feel sorry for you. You don't even know what you're in for. 
Say good bye to your independence pall Cause soon he's going to control everything, right down to what you 
eat for breakfast." Having finished his tirade, Shane grabbed two beers and stalked out. The saddest part was 
there was actually a part of me that wanted to run after him. But | didn't. At least | have more pride than | 


do sense. 

| wait till Todd and Kevin came backstage to leave. Somebody needed to be there. They did a good job. Not the 
kind of music | would write but good never the less. And if Black Fulcrum was going to survive in some form 
or another, we needed to remain on good terms. | wasn't ready to completely give up on the band. A couple of 
months ago, | felt differently but lately | was missing it. And starting a new band, getting used to new people 
whose capabilities you can't readily trust, wasn't as great as it sounds. | like having my way and it's difficult to 
find talented people that will put up with that. So | congratulated them, thanked them, and said | was going. 
"What happened to your lip?" Todd asked. 

"Shane and | got into it. That's why | really should go now.’ 

"When are you guys going to cut the crap and get back together?" he asked. 


"Sssh!" | looked back at Scott to see if he heard. "It's not going to happen! I'm with someone else now. Besides... 


never mind." 
"What?" Todd asked. 
"Nothing! | have to go." 


"You have to know that he misses you. He's going down the tube," Kevin interjected. "He just sits at home 
stewing, with his headaches. Don't you think he's been punished enough?" 


"Forgive me but this isn't your business! Either of youl" | snapped. 
"It is if you ruin the band with it," Todd responded. 

| didn't ruin the band! Shane and Mitch did!" 

"But you could fix it!" Kevin cried. 


‘Its not a simple as that! | can't just pretend it never happened!" | argued. 


"Whatever dude. The balls in your court," Todd replied. 
"l'Il talk to guys later." 


| left, feeling worse than | already did. How could they think it was my fault? | was the injured party. They 
were sneaking around behind my back. Shane with Mitch, of all people. Shit like this only happens on TV. Didn't 
they get that | missed him too? | not only lost my mother but | lost my best friend and lover and my brother 
to boot. If any one should be getting drunk and falling apart, it's me. Funny how l'm never allowed to lose my 
shit. Even when | was a kid, | behaved and Mitch didn't. He may not have always gotten away with it, but at 
least he got to do it. im the one always stuck being sensible. Why shouldn't | have a tantrum or two now and 


then? Given what they did, | shouldn't forgive either one of them. 


Scott and | were about ready to check out when | decided to call Shane's room. | had no intention of talking to 
him but | wanted to make sure he got in okay last night. He had taken off and no one had seen him since. Given 
his condition when he left, | wanted to make sure he didn't stumble in front of a car or get mugged or 
something. It rang several times. | was starting to get worried when somebody picked up the receiver, 


screamed "Fuck you" and slammed it back down. That somebody was Mitch. 


At first | was relieved. It had been so long since | had heard his voice, angry or otherwise, that | almost cried. 
If he was shouting and carrying on, that meant he was basically okay. And he was in the hotel which meant | 
could catch him and make him come home with me. Since rehab didn't work maybe London or the country 
would. Now that | knew where he was, | wasn't going to let him take off again till he had his head screwed on 


straight. 


Then | realized he was in Shane's room and | got angry. Here | was sick with worry for months and he had 
been with Shane the whole fucking time! How the hell did they pull it off with out me finding out is what | want 
to know. Mitch can be a sneaky little shit but he doesn't have the attention span to keep it up for long. | 
couldn't figure it out. Was Mitch taking advantage of Shane and living off him and ..fucking him to get back at 
me? Or was he just confused and drunk and being used by Shane? One thing was certain. Shane was a God 
damn liar. He had Todd and Kevin thinking he was miserable, alone, and missing me. He even had me worried 
with his bogus headaches and grim expression. He must be the most devious bastard in the world. How could | 
have been with him for so long? How could | have missed such a huge character flaw? Worse, how could | 


have loved him? 


Scott begged me not to go but | stormed up there any way. | banged on the door, screaming, "I know Mitch is 
fucking in there Shane! So open the God Damn door and let me inl” There was no response. | could hear 
somebody fumbling behind the door. "I'll stay here all day if | have to. Neither one of you is getting out of this 


room with out seeing me!" 


Finally Shane opened the door. He was dressed in the pants he wore last night. His hair was slightly damp. "You 
fucker!" | cried, walking past him and into the room. 


There, by a collection of empty JD bottles, stood Mitch. He had cut his hair to an inch from his scalp which 
just accentuated the fact that he had lost weight. His clothes looked a bit ratty but he appeared to be fine. He 
kept his head low, barely looking at me as | walked in. "What the hell did you do to your hair? You look like a 
thug!" | cried. | couldn't help it. | hated him with short hair. It just wasn't Mitch if he didn't have hair in his 


face. 
"Jesus," Mitch muttered. 
"What happened to your lip?" Shane asked. Mitch looked up at me and scowled. 


"Don't you remember Shane? You punched me last night," | replied. Shane's expression fell. A look of surprise 
and horror filled his eyes. 


"You hit him! You cocksucker!" Mitch shouted. | have to admit | took some satisfaction in that. Blood is thicker 
than water. Nothing quite riled Mitch like somebody hitting me. 


"I don't remember," Shane stammered. "| could have. Oh God Toby, I'm sorry!" 

| actually believe he was but | wasn't going to let it go. "Yes, your boyfriend here beat me up Mitch!" 

"He's not my boyfriend asshole!" Mitch shouted. "And maybe you deserved it. It's only a fucking fat lip!" 

Well wasn't this a nice turn of events. Well it was at least clear who was using who. There was no way Mitch 
would have defended Shane if he didn't have something over him or was manipulating him in some way. Hell he 
couldn't even admit to what they had obviously been doing. There was come on the bed for Christ sake! And it 
was clear Mitch was drinking, probably more than before. He had almost no money left. Shane had him were he 
wanted him. 

"Come on Mitch. You're going with me," | said. 

"The hell | am," he snapped. 

"He doesn't care about you Mitch! He's just using you to hurt me," | cried. 

"That's not true Mitch!" Shane argued. 

"What do | care? I'm not a fucking homol | don't care about any of you!" 

"That's good. Because you couldn't possibly think he wanted you for any other reason," | responded. "Think 
about it! Did he ever care before? It wasn't until | took a break from him that he started hitting on you 


right? Remember? Shane and | were in separate rooms?" | could see the wheels turning in his head. What | was 


saying was making sense. 


"Toby, you are fucking cruel! Thats not how it happened. Mitch, don't listen to him," Shane cried desperately. 
Boy he was really working it! 


"Fuck you both!" Mitch hissed. "m going home!" 
"Home? You don't have a home! You're coming with me!" 

"He doesn't want to go with youl" Shane barked 

"So he's going back to live with you then?" | asked angrily. 

"He hasn't been living with me for your information! | hadn't seen him since Philadelphia till last night!" 
"Oh really? Then who has he been with? The tooth fairy?" | snidely asked 


‘I've been with a girl you shits! | told you | wasn't a fag!" Mitch cried. "I'm going back to her and we're getting 
married,’ Mitch finished quietly, looking down. 


"Not another bad marriage Mitch! We barely got you out of the last one!" | exclaimed. 
"But | love this one!" 


"Mitch you don't know what you feel! You just fucked Shane for Christ sake! And she's probably just after 


your money!" | explained. 

"What money! You took all my money!" Mitch shouted. It was then | realized | had him. 

"I have your money. | haven't spent it! | was looking out for you Mitch. If you come with me now and never 
see Shane again, well I'll give it back to you. Will talk about this girl and if she's for real, Ill give you the money 
and you can get married." Mitch stole a sideways glance at Shane and look down. Poor Mitch, | think he actually 
thought Shane cared. He was always looking for a father figure. 


"Don't do it Mitch. If you do, he'll control you forever!" Shane cried. 


Mitch looked up at me and nodded mutely. He followed me out of the room head down with his hands covering 


his ears, as Shane called out his name, begging him not to go with me. 


Another Piece of My Heart 


Mitch 


| could still hear him even as the elevator doors shut. Only | don't think he was still calling me. | think it was in 
my head. More than anything | wanted to be with Ana right now. When I'm with her, things make sense. If | 
had gone home last night, | could be sitting on the stoop watching the kids play. But as it is, she's already 
angry with me for not coming home last night. | lied and told her | drank too much and stayed with a friend. 
She thinks | was with a woman. Strange how she's kind of both right and wrong. 


| swear I'm never going to even think about it again and the first chance | get, I'm begging for it. How could | 
like it so much? How could | want it? | got this girl to try sticking her fingers up there and it just wasn't the 
same. It's not like she didn't know what she was doing. She was a call girl. It felt good but not the same. | don't 
know if it has to be Shane doing it or if it just has to be another guy. | don't want to know. Its bad enough 


knowing one guy can do that to me. 

"So where were you really?" Toby asked, interrupting my thoughts. 

"| told you." 

"So you've just been living with this girl for two months?" 

"Yeah." 

"So does this woman have a name?" Toby asked. 

"Ana" 

"Ana what Mitch? This is like pulling teeth!" Toby said impatiently. 

"Ana Cardosa and don't fuck it up for me!" | answered. 

"How would | fuck it up for you? You do fine all on your own Mitch. Does she know about Shane?" 

"Leave him out of this!" | snapped. | had heard enough of Toby's thoughts about Shane today. | don't think he 
did it to hurt Toby. Neither of us did. Neither of us ever wanted him to find out that's for sure. To my way 
of thinking, a guy's still a guy even if he is a fag. Sometimes your dick just takes over. It thinks for its self. 
Like a self preservation kind of thing. Getting sucked, licked, and fucked is what it's there for. It needs it 
constantly or it dies. Fucking is its food. | know mine is a hungry bastard. And it keeps getting me in a shit load 


of trouble. So Shane's got a hungry dick. Its not like | haven't fucked some chick to just get my rocks off. Why 
should a fag be any different? Him needing to get fucked actually made me respect him a bit more. 


If he were really using me, it would be better. It's all that crap he said Today that made me scared. | don't do 
well with chicks and that stuff and here a guy is saying it! Jesus! And then he looked all sad and shit. He is like 
a chick in at least one way. He knows how to make you feel guilty like a chick can. Chicks make things 
complicated. If you love me you will do this kind of thing. But it's never that simple. Like with Kristy, what was 
| supposed to do? When you love somebody it just blows up in your face one way or another. Sometimes you 
just don't have a choice. 

"Earth to Mitch?" Toby waved a hand in front of my face. 

"What?" | asked, pushing his hand away. 

"Where did you go?" he asked. 

"No where." | looked at him and he laughed sarcastically and shook his head. "What now asshole?" 

"Never mind,” he laughed. 

"| need a drink," | muttered. 

"I just want to let you know that | had all the liquor removed from the mini-bar." 


| would be stuck with just sodas and crap. Not a drop of liquor! "You dick!" 


"You didn't really think I'd have a fully stocked bar for you to pillage, did you?" Toby asked. He sounded like 


such a fag when he said it too. 
"You didn't really think I'd have a fully stocked bar for you to pillage, did you?" | mimicked. 


"Real mature Mitch!" Toby paused, "Look there's someone back in my room. He special to me and | want you to 


be polite." 

"You got another one?" | asked. "That sure and fuck didn't take long!" 

"You're the one who wants to marry a girl you've only known two months!" Toby snapped. 

He didn't understand. | had to marry her. | had to get things right in my head and get on solid ground again. If | 
was married, that would be it. I'd be a normal guy, end of story. I'd start thinking straight again, literally. "You 
were with Shane for seven years! It didn't take you long to forget." 


"Well you helped me with that didn't you?" Toby icily answered. 


| wonder what he's said in front of the new queer. Toby can be such an asshole. He loves to put me on the 


spot. | wonder if he told that guy everything. | don't think | could take it. | didn't want all my business known by 


some flunky fuck. That's just what | need, to be stuck in a room with Toby and his new fag and have no booze. 
| bet he was there last night! No wonder Shane was so fucked up. He really freaked me out last night too. | 

don't know what was worse, having him pull that "you're beautiful" crap or him bawling and telling me all those 
things. You never know by looking at someone what kind of load they're carrying around with them. These were 
deep dark things that | would have never told anybody if they happened to me. | knew when he was telling me, 
they were things | shouldn't know. | wonder if Toby knows about all this crap. | don't think Shane knew what he 


was saying. l'm glad when he woke up, he didn't seem to remember. | feel weird enough. 
"Pete has your passport. So | guess will have to go to LA first," Toby said, more to himself then to me. 
"What do you mean LA? And why the fuck would | need my passport?" | asked, confused. 


"A change of scenery will do you good Mitch. You need to get away from..him. You'll like London," Toby said and 


smiled. 


"Wait! I'm going home! Back to Anal Thats what we agreed. You said you'd give me my money and | could get 
married," | shouted. 


"Calm down Mitch!" Toby snapped. "You'll see your little girl friend again if it's meant to be. This will give you a 
chance to think about that too. So you don't do anything rash." 


"| don't want to go to London. I've been to London. | want to go back to Ana! | want to see the kids! | don't need 
to think about it" 


"She has kids? That figures! Now it all makes sense. Found herself some chump that's loaded and willing to take 


care of her and her kids. Those kids aren't yours Mitch!" Toby sneered. 


"You don't even know her! You haven't even met her! She's not like that! Those kids don't have to be mine, | 


love them any way and she didn't even know who | was. She doesn’t even know | have money!" | yelled. 

"You don't really believe that Mitch! Where has she been, under a rock! Of course she knows who you are and 
that you have money. She also knows that you are a gullible sentimental twit. Those kids aren't going to make 
up for Sophie." 


"You're just like Dad!" 


"Dad just happens to be right about some things," Toby sighed. "If she really does love you, she'll wait till you 
get back," 


"And when is that?" | was practically screaming. | couldn't help it. 


"When | fucking say! That's when!" The doors slid open and Toby stepped out. 


| quickly hit the doors close button. | meant to leave this place and go back to Ana. That's what | meant to do. 
But | reached the lobby and couldn't move. | meant to walk out but | hit up instead. And when | reached his 
floor, | meant to go back down but instead | got off the elevator. | meant to go back to Ana. Instead, | knocked 


on his door. And when opened it, | went inside and | let him make love to me. 


Some Enchanted..Afternoon 


Shane 


| couldn't believe he could just walk out on me like that..Yeah | could. It was Mitch and he was following Toby. 
Like a dog on a leash. | could never understand the power he held over Mitch. There were many times | was 


thankful for it but | never understood it. Now | resented it. 


And Toby's lip, how could | have done that? I've only punched four people in my life and two of them have the 
last name Dunnock. When he said | had done it | felt like | had broken something invaluable. | did. I've hurt him in 
so many ways and it's the last thing | ever wanted. And he's turned that hurt on Mitch. Mitch, who brings out 
something in me | can't explain It's like | exist separately with each of them in different realities, loving both of 
them, and then the realities clash and everything falls apart. How did | get to this dark desperate place? 


Toby thinks l'm using Mitch to try and hurt him and nothing could be further from the truth. | never wanted 
to hurt anybody. | wish it had never happened. But | can't undo it. | wish | hadn't started feeling the way | do 
about Mitch. And | know its crazy, but how | feel about Mitch doesn't change how | feel about Toby. Christ, 
I'm as confused as Mitch! 


Poor Mitch! Toby can say the cruelest things. None of it was true. Yes, Toby was being an ass and was doing 
his | want to be alone to think crap. | was frustrated. That may very well be the reason for the first time. 
Maybe | was always was attracted to Mitch. | don't know any more. But | definitely wasn't trying to use him. | 
haven't been using him. | never made him doing anything. Cajoled a little yes, but you have to cajole Mitch to 
change his shirt. 


Mitch, what am | to make of you? | know he enjoys the sex, its obvious. But he's so conflicted about it 
afterwards. | have no idea how he feels about me. He reacted so badly when | said | wanted to make love. | can 
tell if it's his sense of masculinity that's the problem or if it's how he feels. Am | just a fuck? A novelty? He 
didn't say yes when | asked him if | meant nothing to him, but he didn't deny it either. He accused me of being 
over emotional. Toby would have loved that. An irony after being in a relationship with someone who says l'm 
emotionally distant. The only real relationship I've been in is with Toby. | just want to know how Mitch feels. | 
can accept it either way. Though | have to admit | was hurt when he said he wanted to get married to some 
girl. He never even mentioned her. | guess he could have last night. | wouldn't remember if he did. | have no 


room to talk. | was cheating on Toby. It cut me just the same. 


When he leaving | just wanted to tell him the truth. | wanted him to look into my eyes and see that Toby was 
full of shit. | wanted him to see that | did care. | worry about him. If he really loves that girl | hope he does 
marry her. But | can't see it happening. The only reason Toby didn't stop the first marriage was because he 
knew it wouldn't work. | remember at the wedding, Toby turned to me, grinning, and said, "I give it a year, tops." 
They made it two years but if you deduct time for touring and recording, it equaled about a year, less even 
I've never figured out why Toby needed to keep Mitch under his thumb. There was something not right about 
it, something destructively unhealthy. | used to think it was Mitch that didn't want anyone intruding on their 


bizarrely close relationship. Now I'm beginning to think it was Toby all along. 


| took one last pill for my headache and tossed it in my overnight bag. As | was zipping it up, | heard a knock. | 
think | stopped breathing when | saw him. We didn't say a word as he walked past me, eyes down. When | shut 
the door and turned around, Mitch kissed me. It was a soft, tentative kiss, a first kiss. | took my time 
undressing him, kissing every inch of him. Then he did something he had never done before. He undressed me. 
His hands shook as he undid the buttons of my shirt. He started on my pants before my shirt even hit the 


floor. 


We lay on the bed. | ran my hands over his body like it was the first time. In a way it was. It was the first 
time he every came to me. | explored every inch. Then he surprised me again when he kissed my chest and 


began sucking on my nipple. Mitch pulled back and looked up at me. 
"Smaller than I'm used to but not bad," he said with a wicked grin He moved to my crotch and paused. 


"Bigger than you're used to?" | joked. He took it in his mouth and | gasped as much from surprise as pleasure. 
He didn't take much in. He was basically holding it and sucking and licking the head but | knew this was a big 
deal for him. This was probably the second time he'd ever had a dick in his mouth and it had to be his first 
attempt at a blow job. | stroked the top of his head. The pleasure came from knowing he wanted to make me 
feel good. 


Mitch pulled his mouth away. "I'm sorry. l'm not very good," he whispered. 


| pulled him up and kissed him. "You're perfect." | laid him on his back and we kissed some more, our breaths 
coming in desperate pants. | reached down and stroked between his legs. Soon | was on top of him, enjoying the 


growing friction between us. "May | make love to you Mitch?" | asked. 
"Yes," he replied in a whispery pant. 


| was gone from his touch just long enough to get some lotion from the bathroom and a condom from bag. | 
hadn't brought in lube. | hadn't counted on this. | placed a bit of lotion on my fingertips and warmed it with my 
breath. | wanted this to be perfect. | gently parted his cheeks and rubbed it at his entrance. Mitch moaned and 
pressed against my fingers. | slid both in and he gasped but spread his legs further apart, inviting them in 
deeper. | circled them and pushed in, repeating the process and thrilling at the waves of ecstasy that lit his 


face. Reluctantly removing my fingers, | rolled the condom down and rubbed my cock with some more lotion. 


Mitch started to roll over but | stopped him. | moved him down the bed a bit and placed a pillow under his 
hips. | then took his legs and placed them on my shoulders. | placed my cock at his entrance and gently pushed 
in. Mitch inhaled and shivered. He looked up at me with those sleepy bedroom eyes. His cock was already 
twitching. "Okay?" | asked. He nodded and pushed into me. | pushed his legs forward till | was practically on top 
of him and gave him a gentle thrust. | leaned forward and kissed him while thrusting slowly into him. He was 


distracted by the pleasure but | wouldn't let his mouth go, slowing till he kissed me back. 


| nuzzled his neck and told him once again that he was beautiful and that | loved him. | went back to his mouth, 
our tongues meeting and rolling over each other at a deliciously slow pace. He arched his back and his legs 
slipped to my chest and instinctive wrapped around. Pleasure inched up my spine. With each kiss, | plunged into 
him deeper, harder and quicker than before. His warmth tightened around me. His mouth fell away and he cried 
out, "Oh Shane!" His hands reached over and gripped my own. He shuddered and came, his muscles gripping my 
cock like a vise. My thrusts quickened till | stiffened and spilled inside of him. | stayed there for awhile, buried 
in him, and stroked his face and kissed him. | reluctantly pulled away, disposed of the spent condom, and 
grabbed a towel to wipe him clean Then! crawled under the covers, dragging him along with me. | wrapped 
myself around him. His head rested on my chest. "So Mitchie, you've just been made love to," | whisper. "Do 


you feel loved?" 
"Do you?" he whispers back 

"Should 1?" | ask 

"Yes." | smile and hug him even tighter. | knew it was tantamount to a declaration of love for Mitch. | stroked 


his back as he drifted off to sleep. | was too happy to fall asleep. | wanted to memorize this moment and have 


it last forever. 


Dream A Little Dream 


Toby 


| should have just gone and met the girl. Mitch would have been satisfied. Hell, | would have flown the bitch and 
her two kids to London just to get him there. They would have tired of each other sooner or later. | could 
have stalled giving him the money. It's just sometimes he just annoys me and | can't keep my mouth shut. All 
these pipe dreams of his. A little house, a white picket fence, a wife with big tits and two kids in the yard. 


Dreams don't come true without a lot of planning, hard work, and sacrifice. 


Even the band was a pipe dream till | showed up and took care of things. Up until that point, he and Kevin were 
just fucking off, getting stoned and drunk and occasionally playing at a crappy bar. | replaced the no talent 
drummer with Todd. | realized Mitch's voice wasn't going to cut it and found Shane. | got us booked and | got 
us noticed. Mitch could careless about the business end of things. | constantly had to remind him that there 
was a reason why it was call the Music Business! He only thought about the money when it was in his hot 
little hands. It always amazes me how well he can pick personal investments. To Mitch, it's like gambling. But to 
get him to think of the band in terms of a business, forget it. He actually gets offended. Where does he think 


the money comes from? 


Everybody thinks I'm the emotional one but the truth is its Mitch. He may be about as articulate as a cave 
man but he's emotional all the same. Mitch has never made a decision in his life that wasn't based on an 
emotional response on at least some level. He's an idealist, with romantic notions on rock music, people, and 
women in particular. I'm a realist. | realize people are limited so therefore so is everything else. l'm good at 
what | do and | enjoy it but | don't have any illusions. Fans are fickle. The key is to figure out what they want 
before they do and give it to them. Art is a very nice idea but you could sit in obscurity totally broke if you 
sat around just making music like Mitch wants to. There'll be time enough for that when we're old. Most bands 
don't last this long, but | for one have at least a few good years left and | intend to take full advantage of 
them. 


| tried asking him about the girl but he was evasive and moody. | could tell Mitch was thinking too much. Mitch 
alone with his thoughts is a dangerous thing. | believe that's why the whole thing happened any way. | want 
Mitch to stop drinking but if you take away all his distractions, there'll be trouble. | should have put an end to 
that fucking nonsense the minute they made that insidious bet. But Shane wanted to win so badly. No alcohol, 
no drugs, no women, and no card games, nothing to occupy that childish mind. Touring is very isolating any way. 
So Shane steps in and offers him a new distraction Of course that was one temptation | never even considered. 


And now he's off on the next, Ana. 


He has the nerve to imply that | would fuck it up for him. I've never had to fuck anything up for Mitch. | just 
give him enough rope to hang himself. He's already doing it. Here he is trying to marry a girl while continuing 
his little sexual experiment with Shane. | can't believe | just had sexual experiment and Mitch in the same 
thought. To Mitch, experimentation was flipping her over and doing her from behind. | can't imagine him being 


anything but a callous and selfish lover. So now he's having his first dick experience. He couldn't do it when he 


was twelve like all the rest of the homophobic straight jock assholes. But he's as confused as a twelve year 
old, emphatically repeating that he isn't a fag and desperately clinging to a warm cunt in which he can bury his 
fears. He had no business being with either one of them. | needed to get a guitar back into his hands. | needed 
to get him focused. He was completely adrift. 


"Earth to Mitch!" | said, waving a hand in front of his face. 
"What?" He shoved my hand away like a disgruntled child. 
"Where did you go?" | asked. 


"No where," Mitch replied. | had to laugh. He sounded just like Shane. | can imagine the monosyllabic 
conversations they must have. They must communicate with grunts. Thats how | know it's just fucking. "What 


now asshole?" 


"Never mind," | laughed. Then we bickered about his drinking. | wasn't going to have him soused the first time 
he met Scott. Besides, | had a lot to get arranged if | was taking him back to England with me. | couldn't waste 
time keeping him out of trouble. Of course the little homophobe emerged when he realized that | was with 
another guy. He tried to act all indignant like the issue was Shane. As if l'm supposed to sit around and be 
miserable just because we were together for a long time. | was with the bastard most of my adult life. | 
wasted years when | could have been out having fun on him and what did | get in return? Fuck Shane! I'm not 


about to feel sorry for him. Especially after he hit me. 


| started going over what | had to do in my mind. Most of Mitch's stuff was in storage. We could just get him 
a new guitar when we got there but he needed his passport so there was no getting out of stopping in LA. | 
said as much and that was my mistake. Mitch panicked. He wanted to see his girl now. He wanted to marry her 
now. He wanted his money now! Now! Now! Now! Just like a child! | didn't have time for this shit! Scotts album 
needed some fine tuning, before we handed it over. I'd spent a lot of time and money on this project and | 


wasn't going to drop the ball because Mitch wanted to play house. It was my ass on the line, damn it. 


So | said some things | shouldn't have. Not that they weren't true but Mitch certainly wasn't ready to hear 
them. He always has to learn things the hard way. Like Kristy! He's been mooning over her since he was 
fifteen, He was so stupid that he took the money my dad gave him for an abortion and bought her some 
crappy ring and tried to get her to marry him. They were gone two days before she realized the diamond was 
fake and she came back home. If she gave a crap about him, would she keep him from seeing his kid? In fact 
she bad mouths him all over town even though he sends her a nice chunk of change every month. But of 


course this one's the real deal. She just loves him for him. He wouldn't know love if it bit him on the ass! 


"You're just like Dad!" he screamed. He had worked himself into a frenzy. Everything was still a battle between 
him and dad. My dad's an asshole but he's shrewd. He was right about Kristy and I'm right about this one. 


"Dad just happens to be right about some things," | sighed. "If she really does love you, she'll wait till you get 
back," 


"And when is that?" he demanded. 


| wanted to say probably never you idiot. | know Mitch's attention span. Even when he professes great love for 
one as soon as he gets a whiff of another, he'll be after her like she was a bitch in heat. There was some 
model in London that was after me. I'd just foist Mitch on her. God knows she'd never let herself get pregnant 
and she has plenty of her own money. It's just about having a famous guy on her arm. That would keep him 
occupied why | worked. Soon his gay phase and his little senorita would be a faint memory. But there was no 
point in spelling it out for him. 


"When | fucking say! That's when!" | snapped, stepping out of the elevator. When | turned around he and the 
elevator were gone. By the time | got to the lobby he could have gone anywhere. The doorman said no one had 
gotten a taxi in the last fifteen minutes but a couple of old ladies. | checked the bar. There one more place | 


needed to check before | started looking for Ana Cradosa. 


Mitch The Bitch 


| woke up hot, sticky, and in someone's arms. It took me a second to remember it was Shane's elbow digging 
into my side. | lifted my head off his chest. The air in the room was hot and stagnant and had a peculiar smell. 
A dense odor, | began to realize was sex, not normal sex but sex between two guys. | cringed. One of those 
guys was me. | looked over to the window and saw a thin strip of twilight peeking between the curtains. I'd 
been here all day. | felt like | couldn't breathe. | was suffocating, imprisoned by his long limbs. | jerked up too 
quick and waked him. 


| could hear him yawn. | felt his fingers on my back. | knew he wanted me to turn around but | couldn't. The 
shame burned me. | had fallen asleep, fucking naked, with my head on a guy's chest like | was a chick. | had lain 
on my back, my legs up in the air taking it just like a chick. What's worse is | liked it. | take it up the ass and | 
like it. No, | love it. Now l'm a full fledged faggot. | used to be able to stand toe to toe with any Son of a Bitch 
and damn well claim | was a man. | could have dared them to prove otherwise. Beat the crap out of then, if 
they looked at me sideways. Now my ass was a fucking pussy. | might as well have gone to prison, now that | 


was some guy's bitch any way. 


And | feel guilty for feeling ashamed which is what | can't figure. Shit! | should feel ashamed. | went to his 
room, not because he was drunk and crying, not because | was drunk and horny, but because | wanted him. | 
missed him. | had just fucking seen him, had just gotten off, and | missed him. It makes my skin crawl. How 
could | ever look Ana in the eye again? Or any woman? | wasn't a man any more. How could | face other guys 
for that matter? LA is full of queers but back homel'll never be able to go there again. Bud, Spence, Dave, 
they'd kick any homo's ass just for the hell of it. The only reason they never touched Toby was they weren't 
a hundred percent sure and | would have killed them even if they were. Not to mention all three were on my 
Dad's shit list. And my Dad, if | ever had a chance at his respect, it was gone now. Toby could get away with 
this crap. People expected him to be weird. He was smart and had the talent to get away with it. He didn't care 
what people thought of him so everybody thought he was great. Like how David Bowie could get away with it. 


A guy like me, no way. | might as well crawl into a coffin and nail the lid shut! 


"Hey, want to go get something to eat?" Shane asked. He was still stroking my back. It was like he was petting a 


dog or acat. 
"No." 
"We haven't eaten all day. I'll call room service," he suggested. 


lm not hungry," | said. But | was thirsty. | wanted a beer, an ice cold beer. | wanted to get up and get one, but 
my shorts were on the floor by his side of the bed and | didn't want to cross the room naked. 


"You have to eat," he laughed. Shane sat up and wrapped his arms around me and kissed my neck. "I don't know 


about you, but after that work out, l'm starved. And | want you to keep your strength up," he whispered, his 


hand reaching between my legs. 


It grew and strained against his slow moving fingers, cutting me like a double edged blade. Before | knew it, | 
was leaning back against him, fucking his hand like my life depended on it. | could feel his dick harden and press 
to the crack of my ass. It rubbed up and down my crack. Shane bit and sucked my neck and | felt it all the 
way down to my toes. | bit my lip, holding it back. | was afraid of what | might say if | opened my mouth. A 
hot ache swelled in my balls and my body took over, my hips thrusting rapid fire into his perfect grip. My dick 
fit his hand better than it did my own. | lurched with spasm, my head fell back for his kiss as | gushed. Shane 
kept moving against me, a bit faster, and he brought his hand to my mouth. It was covered in my come and it 
should have revolted me. | wouldn't even kiss a girl after | came in her mouth. But | licked it up willingly, letting 


him push and pull his fingers in and out of my mouth. | wrapped my tongue around them. 


"That's it honey. You're learning," Shane gasped. He continued to fuck my mouth with his fingers as | pressed 
my ass back against him for more friction My crack was slick with sweat and dick drool. "You are so fucking 
hot and | love youl" he cried. | felt hot sticky on the small of my back. Shane pulled back and it started to 


dribble down my crack. He reached down and grabbed my shorts and wiped most of it away. 


| stared at the window as he got up and washed his hands. Shane crossed the room to the mini-bar. He walked 


around naked like it was nothing. "You want something to drink?" 
"Yeah, a beer," | said, still staring at the window. 
"Is something wrong Mitch?" 


| turned and looked at him, my eyes focused on just his face. "| want a beer and you think something's wrong?" 
| ask. He grins and tosses me a beer. | open it and drink it in two gulps. It tastes cold and bitter. How | used to 
be, how need to be, how | should be now. | want another. | let out a loud belch and he laughs. "One more," | ask 


more than demand. 


"Let's eat first. You go clean yourself up and I'll order room service," he said, grabbing the menu and sitting 
back on the bed. "Go on, or would you prefer to greet the hotel staff with come all over your back. Or | could 
just lick it off," he grinned. 


| get up. | can feel him watching me as | walk. | wonder if this is what it feels like to be a girl. | feel self 
conscious. | step into the john and start to close the door but | stick my head around. "How do you know what | 


want?" 


"Mitch were ever we go, you always order the same thing. I've known you for seven years. | did pay attention 


sometimes. Cheeseburger, right?" 


‘Ohyeah, that'll be good," | say before turning on the light and shutting the door. My eyes burn. | hate 


florescent lights. | look at the mirror. He gave me a hickey. | blush even though no one else is there. Not a 


chance in hell could | explain that to Ana. Other than that, | don't look much different. There's no ‘bitch boy’ 
tattooed on my forehead. No Hi, my names Mitch and | take it up the ass' nametag on my chest. | wonder if 


they have a twelve step program for recovering fags. 
"My name is Mitch and l'm a cocksucker," | say to my reflection 
"Hi Mitch!" the rehab crowd will say. "Care to share?" 


"Why sure. | would do anything to suck a dick. I'd find myself wanting to suck a dick before ten am. | couldn't 
start the day without a mouthful of come! | almost sucked one today but | said, No Mitch! Get yourself to a 
meeting instead’ And here | am, semen free for nearly five minutes!" | laugh, ‘cause even if it's fucked up, it's 


hella funny. 


"Who are you talking to Mitch?" Shane calls out, laughing. "Are you talking to yourself or is there someone in 
there?" 


"Nobody here but us cock suckers," | say to myself. "Nobody. Can't a guy think out loud?" 


| turn on the shower and get in | love water. Besides baseball, | like to swim best. | wanted to be on the swim 
team but my dad said it was for fags. | guess he saw it all along. Funny how he never said anything when Toby 
was on the swim team but | was out of the house by then so who knows? | took a washcloth, soaped it and 
scrubbed at my back but even after five minutes | could still feel it there. Just like after he fucks me, | can 
feel him there hours afterward. | didn't hear the door open so | was startled when Shane poked his head in the 
shower. | dropped the soap. | thought about the old joke and let it sit on the drain. 


"| left a pair of sweat pants and a t-shirt by the sink so you have something clean to put on," he said. Such a 
good wife, thinks of everything. But | guess that's supposed to be my job. Toby was probably an excellent little 
wifey, the anal retentive little bastard. Was | jealous of him now? What the fuck is wrong with me? 


"Okay," | mumbled. 
"Hurry, foods on its way." 


"Okay," | mumble again. | wait for him to leave and pick up the soap. | get out of the shower and dry off. The 
great thing about having super short hair is that all | have to do is run my hand over my head and it's pretty 
much dry. When it was longer, it would take forever. | pull on the sweat pants and the t-shirt. | knew he was 
bigger than me but they were like two sizes too big. | must have really lost weight. Toby always gave him 
crap about his weight but | never thought he was that fat. He looked about normal to me. 


| was about to step out but | heard the knock at the door and hid. | didn't want the guy to see me. There was 
only one bed. My clothes were on the floor. He had to know there were two guys in here fucking. | just didn't 
want him to know | was one of them. So | waited till Shane finally found money to tip him and got him out the 


door. 


When | smelled the food | realized | was actually kind of hungry. But there was something else gnawing at my 

insides. Ana, | really needed to call her. | owed her that much. She would worry. But | didn't want to do it when 
Shane was around. | wasn't sure who | was feeling guilty about. | guess it would have to wait till he took a piss 
or something. We ate and | had another beer. | knew what | should be doing was getting the hell out of there. 

Instead, | turned on the TV and stretched out next to him. The Dodgers were playing. Who knew | would spend 

the night nestled in the arms of a gay guy trying to explain the finer points of a curve ball? 


Paradise Lost 


Shane 


Its the second day in a row that I've woke up with him next to me. | could get used to this. | didn't want to 
get up. | just wanted to lay there forever feeling the steady rhythm of his breathing and his warm body 
pressed against mine. But | had to get up. | needed to get back to LA. The trick would be convincing Mitch to 


come back with me. 


The thing is | not quite sure if he's ready for that yet. | don't know if he'll ever be. There were a couple of 
times last night when Mitch got really quiet, almost shy. Sometimes he wouldn't even look at me. He's 
struggling with this. Its not just sex any more. It meant so much that he came back but now he can't pass it 
off as an aberration. He can't say | tricked him. But then again, he really couldn't say that before either. 
Whatever is going on in that head of his, right now | want to kiss him. 


| lightly brush his cheek with my lips. He's sound asleep, mouth slightly open. | slide a finger down his chest. He 
doesn't even move. | tickle under his ribcage and Mitch pushes my hand away and rolls over on his side. | pull 


on the loose waistband of the sweatpants and let it snap back in place. 


"Mitch," | whisper in his ear. Not even a murmur in response. | reach around and slid my hand under the 
sweatpants and gently rub his cock He gets hard but doesn't stir. | thought it was the booze that made him 
so difficult to wake but apparently not. "Mitch!" | say rather loudly in his ear. He pulls the pillow over his head 
and drifts back to sleep. This is getting annoying. | reach around and twist one of his nipples hard. 


"Ahh! Fuck!" he yelps and bolts up, the pillow falling to the floor. He glares angrily at me through sleep filled 
eyes. 


"Jesus McClure! What the fuck did you do that for?" he growled. 


"So I'm just McClure again, am |?" | asked, a bit amused. He had such a disgruntled look on his face. The old 
Mitch was still in there after all. "| was trying to wake you up!" 


"You think you could come up with a better way then that! Fuck!" He reached over and pinches one of mine 
just as hard. | grabbed his wrists, pinned him down, and straddled him. 


"I tried to wake you up gently but you sleep like the fucking dead! | even started to jerk you off and you slept 
right through it!" | laughed. 


"You played with my dick while | was asleep?" he asked. He grinned. "You twisted fuck!" 


"Now that you're awake, I'd like to play with the rest of you." Still keeping his wrists pinned above his head, | 
leaned down and kissed him. | kicked behind his ear before taking his earlobe between my teeth and giving it a 


playful tug. | kissed along his jaw, stopping at the bruise on his neck and smiling. Toby always hated it when | 
gave him a hickey. He was so vain; he couldn't stand the slightest blemish to mar him. 


| let go of his wrists and flung the sheet back Taking off my sweatpants, | straddle his chest. Mitch watched 
wordlessly as | began to stroke my own cock When | was hard, | sat up and leaned forward. "Take it gently, 


with both hands," | instructed. 


Mitch took it gingerly with both hands. He held it like he was holding a piece of fine porcelain He looked up at 
me expectantly. "Now roll your lips over your teeth and take the head in your mouth." Mitch leaned forward 
and carefully slid the head of my cock into his mouth. He swirled his tongue along the tip and | felt a shiver 
run up my spine. "Good," | gasped. "Now remember how you sucked my fingers last night? | want you to do the 
same thing now. Just a little at a time." 


Letting his right hand drop from my dick, Mitch closed his eyes and inched a little more into his mouth. He 
curled his tongue and moved his mouth back up. Going back down, he took a little more and gagged. "Easy. Just 
a little at a time. Rub the rest with your hand," | explained. Mitch gripped my hip with one hand and slowly 


began to stroke my cock. "Remember to move your mouth to Mitchie." 


He eased his mouth back down, taking a little less this time, but he moved back up quicker. | could feel his 
tongue drag against the underside of my cock. It throbbed and grew but Mitch kept at it. | stroked his cheek in 
encouragement and he went further down my shaft. "That's it baby." | looked down at him. He was so fucking 
gorgeous. His thick, dark lashes rested on his cheeks. Lashes women would kill for. His full, red mouth, slick with 


spit, gripped my dick. "A little faster now Mitchie." 

Mitch's head began to quickly bob up and down, his hand rubbing upwards, bruising his lips at a delicious pace. 
Pleasure rolled through me. | braced myself against the wall with one hand and continued to caress his face 
with the other. A slight tremor of ecstasy started at my spine, threatening to grow to a rumble. | restrained 
my thrusts the best | could. All| wanted to do was fuck that beautiful mouth. | moaned, my balls tightening. | 
pulled out just in time to come all over his face. | collapsed next to him panting. 

"Gross!" Mitch howled, wiping some off with his hand. He smeared it across my chest. 

"You rather | made you swallow?" 


Its better then having jizz in my hair!" he complained. 


"Allow me," | replied. | took his chin in my hand and pulled it down. | slowly licked off every drop. "Sorry. Won't 
happen again," | said, smirking. "Take off your pants!" 


"Do | get to come all over your face?" he asked. 


"If you li ke." 


"Only if you lick it off yourself!" 


"You're a little shit Mitch!" | laughed. | yanked off his pants and flipped him over. "Get on your hands and knees 


before you cause any more mischief!" 

Mitch looked over his shoulder at me. "And if | don't?" 

"Then there'll be no ass prodding for you today," | replied with a knowing smile. 
"You could ask nicely!" 


"Now Mitch!" | barked. Mitch scrambled up on his hands and knees and glared back at me. | could already see 
his dick throb and twitch. | took the bottle of lotion off the nightstand and squeezed some into my hand as 
Mitch watched with anticipation. | smiled and leisurely rubbed it into my own skin, laughing. 


"You dick!" Mitch cried. 


"Language!" | snapped. "Somebody must not want his ass played with." He glared and pouted and | waited. Finally, 
after a good ten minutes, | poured a little more lotion into my hand and rubbed it on his cock. He pushed into 
my hand with a contented sigh of relief. | watched his tight little ass with pleasure as he thrust. | pulled my 
hand away and dribbled some lotion down the crack of his ass. | took my finger and slid it down to his entrance. 
| slowly traced the hole. | moved my finger away and back again, teasing him. He groaned in frustration. | 
reached between his splayed legs and gently played with his balls. When | knew he was in agony, | slipped in a 
finger. | moved it in and out steadily. 


"Two, | need two," he gasped, bucking back. 


"Greedy boy!" | laughed. | slid in another and he moaned with pleasure. He began to stroke his own cock. His 
eyes squeezed shut, he rocked back and forth, that tight ring of muscle clenching and unclenching around my 
fingers. It was one of the hottest things I've ever seen. | wish | could tape. I'd jerk off to nothing else again 
When he began to work himself furiously | pulled away. 


"Ah, fuck Shane!" Mitch cried. 


| plan to," | smiled | got up and grabbed a condom. | sat in front of him and held it up. "Put it on me." Mitch 
looked at it and hesitated. "Better hurry, before he goes back to sleep." 


Mitch sat back on his heels and took the condom. It afforded me a wonderful view of his desperately straining 
cock. He ripped it open between his teeth. Taking my cock in one hand, he carefully rolled it down my length. "I 
see you don't need a lesson there," | chuckled. | handed him the lotion and he quickly slathered my prick. Mitch 
was getting impatient. | held out my hand and he poured a liberal amount into my palm. Tossing the bottle 
aside, he got back on his hands and knees, his ass poised and ready. 


| moved behind him. | smeared the lotion all over his ass then positioned my cock right at his hole. | pushed in 
a bit and he thrust back into me till | filled him completely. "You love my cock, don't you Mitchie?" | ask, pulling 


back and slamming back into him. 

"Yes," he moaned. | reached around and gripped his throbbing cock. | didn't even have to bother moving my 
hand because he immediately began to thrust into it. | moved into him with mounting intensity. As tender and 
sweet as our love making was before this time was passionate and urgent. It was visceral, fulfilling an almost 
primitive desire. We were beyond words, just grunting and heaving till we both came and tumbled onto the bed 
in a sweaty, panting heap. But when we caught our breath, we kissed and for the first time, | really felt like he 
was mine. | held him tight, feeling very satisfied. 

"Let me up," Mitch demanded. 

"No. I'm going to keep you here forever." 

"Come on, | got to take a piss," he whined. 


"Okay, | guess | have to." 


Mitch got up. When he stopped and grabbed his pants and shirt before heading for the bathroom, my heart 
sank. | heard the shower run and | felt like weeping. When he returned twenty minutes later, | didn't want him 
to speak so | didn't give him a chance. 


"So | have to go back to LA today," | said, matter of fact tone. 


"| used your toothbrush. My mouth was kinda skuzzy and | figured you wouldn't mind," he said, ignoring me. He 
sat down on the end of the bed and pulled on his boots. 


"When | call the airline, should | book two seats?" | asked. He said nothing, just pulled down the cuff of his 
pants. "I'm asking you to come stay with me in LA Mitch!" 


"I know what you're fucking asking! l'm not stupidor deaf!" he snapped. He stood up and crossed the room for 
his jacket. 


"Well?" 


"Well what? Don't you think it would look funny, me living with you? Even Toby had the sense to have his own 
place!" He put on his jacket, tugged down the sleeves and stared at me. 


"You could stay in the pool house." 


"What am | going to do? Be your fucking pool boy?" he barked. 


"Then we'll get you your own place," | suggest. 


"Great! | can be McClure's kept boy! That would look even better! And just how often would | have to suck 
your dick for that?" 


"Go to hell Mitch! Just fuck youl" | cried. He looked down, scratched his head, and sighed. 

"I'm sorry. | didn't mean it" 

"Like hell you didn't" | spat. 

"I didn't mean it okay? | said | was sorry. Fuck! l'm just not like! can't have people thinking, even suspecting that 
kind of shit about me! I'm not like Toby. | care what people think. None of my friends would ever speak to me 
again if they knew what we were doing.’ 

"Some friends!" 

"Yeah! Well | didn't exactly see you and Toby all out and proud, did |?" he responded. He had me there. Toby and 
| went to great lengths to hide our relationship from the public. Measure management and the record company 


were more than happy to indulge. 


"So everything | thought was happening really wasn't. | thought you felt something for me but | was mistaken 
I'm sorry to put you through this," | said, trying to keep my voice steady. 


"Damn Shane, don't make it harder than it already is!" Mitch cried. He sat down on the bed next to me. "I feel 
something for you," he said quietly. "God know | wish | didn't” 


"What? You feel what?" 
"Come on Share! I've got a girl waiting for me," he replied. 
"So why didn't you go to her yesterday? Why did you come back here?" | asked. 


"We can see each other again. You can come up here anytime you want. Nothing really has to change. We could 


get away with that.” 

"We could get away with that? Nice Mitch! So you get married and | come up here and fuck you on the 
weekends. Can | sneak on your honeymoon too?" | sneered. Mitch looked down and didn't say anything. "Fucking 
go to her. But if you walk out that door l'm never touching you again This is it” 

"But | love you," he whispered. The bastard! Now he says it. 


"What about Ana?" | ask. 


"She's good to me. She loves me." 
"Haven't | told you | love you?" | demand. 
"Yeah." 


"You can't have both of us Mitch. You have to decide who and what you are. I'll give you time to think about 
it" 


"| can't just leave her. | owe her." 


"You don't owe her your happiness Mitch. Call me when you figure it out. Now go." | shouted. Mitch looked at 
me sheepishly. "| said gol" He stood up and started for the door. He turned around and bent down and kissed 
my cheek, then left, shutting the door quietly behind. As soon as he was gone, | wanted to run after him and 
say | was wrong. That we could do it any way he liked. A weekend a month would be just fine. But | didn't. | 
called the airline and went back to LA and waited. 


More Tears for Big Ears 


Toby 


When | reached Shane's door | realized | wasn't sure what | wanted to do. | hadn't formulated a plan. | hadn't 
considered the possibility that Mitch wouldn't do as | told him once | found him. There was always griping but 
in the end, he usually did as | asked. Of course he still would This was just a tantrum. But | didn't know for 
certain that he was in there and the last thing | wanted to do was see Shane again, if | didn't have to. So | 


pressed my ear to the door. 


At first | didn't hear anything and thought maybe he just ran off to get drunk. Shane has probably already 
taken off. Then | hear a faint rustling and a moan. "Bigger than you're used to?" It was muffled but it sounded 
like Shane. Yeah, it's bigger than he's used to! You're fucking a straight man! What an ass! He always did give 
himself more credit than he deserved. He wasn't lacking but it wasn't like he was the great America Cock 


Master either. 


Some man walked by and | stepped away from the door and smiled. He gave me the odd look. Just keep walking, 
idiot! It's none of your business what l'm doing with my ear pressed against a hotel room door. He turned the 


corner to the elevator. | wish | had a glass. | couldn't hear anything! 


"You're perfect." That was definitely Shane's voice. His dusky, come let me fuck you voice. It turned my 
stomach and got me hard at the same time. You bastard! How dare you say that to someone else! And Mitch 
was about as perfect as a cloudy day. It was more disturbing than the moans | was now hearing. The image of 
those two panting and groping made me want to vomit. Look how low you have sunk Shane! Fucking a confused, 
emotionally stunted man-child. What am | thinking! You are a confused, emotionally stunted man-child too! You 
need me to bring the best out in you. Mitch just drags you down with him. I'm the one you were meant for 


and you threw it all away for a cheap fuck. You're a God damn fooll 
"May | make love to you Mitch?" 


Hell isn't a fiery brimstone pit as people think. H's a cold place. It starts from the inside, moves outward and 
pulls you within Warmth is a distant memory. Actually it's not a place at all. It's words, seven little words. 
Apart meaningless, but strung together, cataclysmic. Seven words, seven ugly, ugly words that have rendered 


me soulless. "May | make love to you Mitch?" That is hell, that one sentence is eternal damnation 


| slid down the door and sat there, unable to move. | don't know how long | was there. Long enough to hear 
them finish. Long enough to hear the nothing that followed. Long enough to weep silent tears. Tears, | didn't 
even know | had any left. | was numb. | couldn't even feel my body. | don't know how long | was there for. 


Maybe an hour, maybe two. | was there long enough for Scott to come looking for me. 


"Get up Toby! You're embarrassing yourself," he said in a low voice. 


"You mean I'm embarrassing you!" 

"Either way, get up!" he cried. | get up and walk to the elevator, ignoring him. Who the fuck does he think he 
is? He sure wouldn't have a record deal with out me and he wasn't any more than an average guitar player. | 
even had to re-dub him on a couple of tracks. In a few months he'd skyrocket to fame and it would be on my 
coat tails. And | embarrass him! 

| missed my flight because of this," Scott muttered when the doors slid shut. 

"And whose fault is that? | asked coldly. 

"So | should have left without seeing you? 

"Apparently so," | replied. 

"This is madness! Why are you angry with me? | shouldn't have to put up with this." 

"So don't," | snapped, watching the lighted number descend. 

"Clearly you're not over him." 

"Oh l'm over him alright and | think I'm over you as well," | said, staring at him. 

"You're being childish!" Scott cried. 

"| think I've said all | have to say to you." | turned back to the doors. 


"What about the record? We haven't finished mixing!" 


"Don't worry about your precious little record. I'll finish mixing it. The need of your input is at a minimum," | 


added. 

Its my bloody band!" 

"Just remember Scotty, | own a piece of you for the next five years! The option to terminate that contract 
lies solely with me. Its my money and I'll decide how to mix it! I'm not going to attach my name to crap," | 


coolly explained. 


"So I'm crap now?" he asked angrily. | ignored him. The best way to rid yourself of a pest. "No wonder 
everybody leaves you Toby." 


| reached for my wallet and dug out two crisp one hundred dollar bills and handed them to him. "I won't be 


requiring your services this evening. Go find yourself a room somewhere else," | said between clenched teeth. 


"You bastard!" 


| stepped out of the elevator and didn't look back. | didn't breathe till | locked the door behind me. When | 
calmed down, | called Pete. "I want you to have that guy you know to find out all he can about an Ana Cordosa. 
She lives up here somewhere. That's who Mitch has been with. See if you can't finagle a number out of the 
front desk here. If | know Mitch, he called her from Shane's room. Oh, and one more thing. Book a flight back to 


London for Scott as soon as possible. You can reach him on his cell. And don't make it first class." 


"Alright," Pete sighed, "I'll see what | can do." 


The next day | found myself in front of a seedy little apartment in a seedy part of Town in a generally seedy 
city. Hopefully, Mitch hadn't returned yet. | wanted a chance to talk to this woman alone. They were usually far 
easier to persuade when Mitch wasn't around. Of course sometimes it actually benefited me. They got to see 
his childish temper first hand. Either way, this wasn't going to be fun. | prepared myself to do whatever it 
takes. 


| knocked on the door and heard the yapping of a small dog followed by the voices of small children speaking 
Spanish. The door opened and a small boy of about five stood behind the screen. | knelt down and smiled. "Is 
your mother home?" | asked. He looked up at me with large brown eyes full of distrust. The yappy little dog 
barked and scratched at the screen. "Madre?" | asked. The boy turned and ran. A girl, a year or two older, 
came forward. She stared at me. "Madre?" | repeated. 

"Momi," she called out," there's a white man at the door!" 

| stood up. A slender woman rushed around the corner and pulled the girl away from the door. She said 
something to the child in Spanish and the girl looked at me and disappeared down the hall. She considered me 
for a moment but said nothing. 

"Are you Ana Cordosa?" | asked. 

"What do you want?" she asked suspiciously. 

‘lm Toby, Mitch's brother," | reply. 

"He's not here." 


"Well | was hoping to talk to you," | smiled. 


"Why?" she asked, resting her hands on her hips. She wasn't the usual blonde bimbo, that's for sure. They 


usually invite me in by now, trying to win me over. 


| understand Mitch is quite fond of you. | wanted to meet the woman that won his heart," | said sweetly. She 
wasn't buying it. She shook her head and glared. 


"Where have you been?" 

"Oh, | was away, but l'm back now." And l'm not going anywhere sweetheart! We stood in silence for a few 
moments. This was getting nowhere. "Look, there are some things you should know about Mitch before you get 
too involved," | said. She nodded and let me in. 

| sat at a tiny table shoved against a wall. | could see Mitch's old beat up acoustic leaning against the wall. | 
took a good look around. Shabby and small, Mitch should feel right at home. "So you don't know where Mitch 
is?" | ask. 

"He's with a friend” She was a pretty girl even if she was unfriendly. 

"Yes, a friend," | laughed. "You know Mitch was married before. | didn't work out" 

"Some things don't." she replied. 

"You know Mitch has a daughter he never sees. l'm sure he's very fond of yours though.” 


"What do you want? What does this have to do with anything?" She asked. 


She was a tough little bitch. Fine! | reached into my pocket and withdrew my checkbook. "So how much is it 
going to take?" | ask. 


"To take for what?" 
"To get you and your kids out of my brother's life!" 


Before she could answer the dog ran to the door barking excitedly. It opened and there stood Mitch. The kids 
came rushing down the hall, screaming, "Poppi! Poppi!" As soon as he opened the screen, they climbed all over 


him. "What did you bring?" they asked, pointing at a paper sack in his hand. Beer, | thought. 


"Dulce! Now take it in your room," he said, giving the girl the bag. The two scampered out. Mitch watched 
them leave then turned to me. "Get the fuck out of here!" he hissed. 


"Well wasn't that a charming scene. You do white trash father so well Mitch," | smiled. Mitch stepped forward, 
glaring. | could see the reddish purple splotch on his neck. "Nice Mitch. | see Shane is still giving hickeys like a 
high school boy," | said, pointing at his neck. 


Ana looked over and was visibly upset. "I thought you said you were with a friend!" she shouted. Mitch looked 
down, avoiding her eyes. 


‘Oh he was with a friend all right! His boyfriend, isn't that right?" | asked, amused. 
"You're fucking crazy! He's fucking crazy Anal Don't listen to him!" Mitch cried. 


"Hasn't Mitch told you he likes to get fucked as well as doing the fucking?" | ask, looking at his girlfriend. "You 


have competition. But how can you compete with an eight inch dick up his ass?" 

She looks at me like she could gouge my eyes out with her bare hands. "Mitch, why is he saying this?" 
"Because he's and evil bastard. Don't listen to him. Get out Toby before | rip out your spleen," Mitch cried. 

"So you spent all night with Shane and know you're going to deny it? | heard you Mitch. May | make love to 
you Mitch? It made me want to vomit!" | shouted. Mitch turned pale. He was speechless. "Both you and Shane 
disgust me! Somebody needed to warn this poor girl” 

"Get out!" Ana shouted at Mitch. "Get out of my house!" 

"Do | look like a faggot to you Ana?" Mitch cried. 

"You're lying to me one way or the other. I'm not blind," she shouted. The two children peered around the 
corner. "Go back to your room!" she instructed them. They immediately obeyed. "Leave Mitch. You're upsetting 


my kids." Mitch looked mortally wounded when she said that. He hung his head and left. 


| quickly made out a check and placed it on the table. "Something for you and your children. For all the pain 
he's caused," | say. | got up and raced after Mitch. 


Sex, Lies, And Garbage 


| ran down the two flights of stairs, rounded the corner, and hopped into the dumpster by the side of the 
apartment. | gently lowered the lid, just in case Toby was already coming down the stairs. Sure enough, two 
minutes later he was wandering around the building calling me, the dumb ass. If he wasn't careful he was going 
to get himself jacked. He'd deserve it too. Did he really think | would talk to him after what he just did? Let 
alone go with him. | watched as he went back around the corner, shaking his head, trying to figure out where | 
went so fast. It would never occur to him to look in here because it would never occur to him to hide in a 


dumpster. 


Man, this is fucked up. Sitting in a dumpster with rotting food and my girl upstairs, thinking I'm a fag. | right 
were he wants me to be, the little bastard. And he had to do it in front of the kids too. ‘You do white trash 
father so well Mitch: Yeah, well if I'm white trash so are you brother! We came from the same fucking place. 
It's like he doesn't want me to be happy and have a family. He was still walking around the building. Just leave 


you asshole! 


| can see how much he hates me. It was in his eyes when he was saying all that crap about me and Shane. He 
would have liked to have killed me. He was trying to kill me just by saying it. When Toby said it like that, | 
realized how sick it really is that | let Shane do those things. It's disgusting and | shouldn't like it. ‘But how can 
you compete with an eight inch dick up his ass." But there is no competition It's like two separate things, like 
they say, apples and oranges. When I'm with Ana, | feel good. | feel like I'm a man. It's easy. | know what l'm 
doing. | do the fucking. | love her and protect her like a guy's supposed to do. 


With Shane, it's different. It's something | don't want to think about. Figuring it out would be dangerous. But the 
fucking is the best I've ever had. | guess it's not fucking. It's being fucked and thats what makes it so bad too. 
When somebody makes you feel that way, what are you supposed to think about him? A guy can't love a guy. 
It just doesn't work. Yeah, | like the sex. | like being with him. But wishing | could make him happy doesn't mean | 
can. If | was with him, what if somebody found out? What if people knew? And what if he decides he doesn't 
want me after all? Then I'd be labeled a fag forever. I'd have no band, no money, and no girl. Shane doesn't 
have as much to lose. It's not fair for him to demand that. And | had a responsibility to Ana. | can't leave her. 
| won't do it. | just wish he wasn't so sad. | don't like thinking of him all alone. If he were still with Toby. Toby, 
fucking dick! 


| lifted the lid an inch and looked out. No sign of Toby. He probably thought | had run off to get drunk which 
really didn't sound like a bad idea at this point but it could wait till later. | could just see him looking into all the 
neighborhood bars for me. The vatos wouldn't like him. He'll get his ass kicked. He was in my world now. | hope 
they do. | hope they kick his ass up and down 5th Ave. | waited twenty more minutes just to be safe then 


crawled out. 


| walked back up to the apartment thinking about just what | would say to Ana. Did she really believe what 


Toby had said? When | was leaving this morning, | saw him in the lobby, talking on his cell phone. | figured he 
was up to something. | went and called Ana. She was plenty pissed. | hadn't been home in two days. But | 
explained that yesterday, when | was on my way home, | met up with my brother. It wasn't a lie. | told her we 
had a huge argument. That wasn't a lie either. | said that he had taken all my money. Still true. | said that he 
didn't want me with her and would do anything to stop us getting married. True again. | said | thought he might 
come by the apartment and he could tell her all sorts of crazy stuff about me but it would all be lies. So one 
lie. Some times you have to lie to a chick. If you love them, you lie. | said he would probably offer her money 
and that she should take it. Ana didn't like that. She didn't want to take money from a strange man. "Just take 


it," | told her, ‘we need it! She finally agreed and | promised to come home as fast as | could. 

When | saw the Mercedes parked out front, | went to the corner store and bought the kids candy. If this was 
it, | wanted them to remember me kindly. When Toby started talking | couldn't tell if Ana believed it, or was 
just a good actress. The damn hickey didn’t help. | would have to lie about that. I'm usually pretty good at 
getting people to believe what | want them to. Even Toby can't always spot when l'm lying. But Ana's a sharp 
chick and | haven't really tried lying to her before. 


When | opened the door | could hear the kids listening to the TV. | walked down the short corridor to the 
kitchen and gave Ana a week smile. She rushed forward and slapped me hard across the cheek. Chicks can hit 
hard when they're pissed, even harder if their blood ran as hot as Ana's. 

"Don't give me any stories Mitch. I'm no fool and | can see tool" spat Ana. 

"This?" | asked rubbing my neck. "This is nothing baby!" 

"And who was the nothing that gave you the nothing?" she asked. 

"| don't know her! | didn't ask her name! But she was ugly!" | smiled. 

"Ugly?" 


"Very," | grin. "No tits. No hips. No ass. And old with whiskers. And | was drunk. So if she was that ugly when | 
was that drunk just think how ugly she really is." 


"Then why did you let her kiss you?" she asked, narrowing her eyes. 


"For my friend," | explained. "He was lonely and this ugly old chick had a friend. My friend liked the ugly chick's 


friend. So | let the ugly chick kiss me and buy me a beer. It was a selfless act really.” 


"You are so full of shit!" she cried before kissing me. "Your brother is one crazy son of a bitch!" It had 


worked. Thank God, it had worked. 


| sat at the table and picked up the check and smiled. The stupid bastard! Don't ever try to fuck the fucker 


Toby. I've been at it longer than you. | may not be as smart as you but l'm sure as shit more clever! There's 


a reason why l'm a good betting man. | know my game. | know the odds and most important | know my 
opponent. I'm also damn good at cheating. You take my money and you're going to pay. I'll get back every damn 
cent too, with interest. 


"So what is it?" Ana asked, taking something from the oven. 


"Why it's the down payment on your new house darling," | said, laughing. | pulled her down on my lap and gave 


her a kiss. "Didn't | say you could do it? Easy!" 

"Yes, you did. But do we have to move to LA?" she cried. 

"Don't you want to rub elbows with movie stars?" | joked. 

"| like it here." 

"You'll like it there too," | said. | rubbed her belly. "So how's my starting pitcher doing?" 
"It could be a girl, you know," she smiled 

"Okay, how's my little ballerina doing?" | ask. 


"Fine. But we shouldn't talk about it till | show. It's bad luck!" She got up and finished preparing dinner. As soon 
as | got my money back, everything was going to be okay. 


The Whiskey Protocol 


Shane 


The first few days were the worst. | kept waiting for the phone to ring, but it didn't. As the weeks past, | 
knew it never would. A couple of times | almost booked a flight back up there but even if | went, | wouldn't 
know where to find him. Besides Mitch had made his choice. Whatever he felt or whatever he said he felt was 
meaningless. | didn't know if he was still just scared of the idea or if he simply preferred her. | wasn’t even 
sure if any of it was real any more. | tried to move on. Toby was dragging his feet as far as the band was 
concerned and the label was getting anxious. He was back in LA, but | hadn't seen him. | wrote a few songs for 
a movie my friend was doing and even sang on a two of them. | heard from Todd that Mitch was suing Toby 
over their mother's estate and Kevin had seen Mitch in Las Vegas and said he asked about me. But | hadn't 


heard from him since San Francisco. 

| didn't even know he was back in LA until | found him sitting in a car near the front of my gate when | came 
home. At first | didn't know what to think when | saw a car parked in the shadows and a dark figure sitting in 
the front seat. | was about to call security when the driver door opened and Mitch climbed out. 


| rolled down the window and stuck my head out. "Mitch?" 


"No, it's the Easter Bunny," he sneered. He lifted a pint size bottle of Jack Daniel's to his lips. | could tell by 
how he swayed that he was already very drunk. 


"What are you doing here? Its past two thirty in the morning?" | asked. 
"Fine. Fuck youl I'm leaving," Mitch snapped. He stumbled back, nearly falling. | parked the car and got out. 


"| didn't say you had to leave. | just wanted to know what's going on. Did you drive here like this?" | asked, 


walking over to his car. 
"Where were you, out after two thirty in the am?" he asked sarcastically. 
| was at the studio," | replied. | saw three empty forty ounce beer bottles in his car. 


"The studio?" he laughs. "Yeah, seems like everybody's recording these days. Everybody but me that is." Mitch 
took another drink from the bottle. 


"You could do what ever you put your mind to Mitch." 


"Really? Could | sprout wings and fly away? Could | build a time machine and go back to when none of this shit 
ever happened?" he asked angrily. 


"What's a matter Mitch?" 
"You fucked up my head's what's matter," Mitch slurred. 


"Well I'm sorry about that Mitch. | didn't mean to," | said. | reached into the car and grabbed the keys from 
the ignition 


"Hey! Hey! Fuck that! Those are my keys!" Mitch yelled. "Give “em!” 
"I think you've finished driving for now." 


"IIl kick your ass!" he cried. | wanted to laugh. Mitch was his old belligerent self, picking a fight with me when 
he could barely stand. 


"Stop trying to piss me off Mitch. I'm not going to make this easy for you and hit you," | responded. He glared 
sullenly. | took the bottle from his hand and tossed it in the bushes. "You have two choices Mitch. You can 
come inside with me or you can wait out here for the cops. What's it going to be?" | asked. 

"What ‘bout my car? Somebody'll steal it!" 

"Who's going to steal that piece of shit in this neighborhood?" | laughed. 

"That's no piece of shit! That's a fucking classic! It's a Chevelle. It goes like a bomb!" 

"l'm sure itll be here when you woke up," | replied. 

"Well lock it or I'm not going.” 

After locking his car and assuring him it was secure, Mitch meekly followed me to my own car. Once in the 
house, | sat him down on a couch and went to use the restroom. When | came back, he was already passed 
out. | laid him back, removed his shoes and let him sleep it off. 

| was surprised to find him already awake when | came down stairs. His eyes were bloodshot and puffy, his 
voice hoarse, and he basically smelled like a distillery but he was awake. He looked as if he felt thoroughly 
miserable too. 

"Give me one of those pills for your headaches," he croaked. 

"No. You deserve a hangover," | replied as | started the coffee. 


"Please! Just one, my head is killing me," Mitch begged. 


“Take an aspirin" 


"A lot a good that would do," he moaned. He put his head down on the kitchen table. 


"Why are you here Mitch?" | asked. | waited for him to reply but he said nothing. "| haven't heard from you in 
three and half months. So why are you here?" 


| got drunk," he mumbled. 

"That doesn't answer my question" 

"Are you mad at me?" Mitch asked, looking up. 

"Yeah, actually | am," | answered, holding his gaze. 

"Because | was drunk?" 

I'm mad because you have the audacity to show up here three months after breaking my heart. The fact 
that it was nearly three in the morning and you were drunk only made it worse," | said. | took out to mugs 
from the cupboard. 


"I'm sorry-for all of it," he whispered. 


"Is that why you're here? To say you're sorry? Or was it just to tell me | fucked up your head?" | asked. | 
poured coffee into the mugs and handed one to Mitch. 


"You did you know," he whispered. "| never thought about that shit before. And now | can't stop thinking 
about you." 


"Mitch, l." 

"You said you would give me time to think about it," he interrupted. "You didn't say how much time." 
"What about your girlfriend?" | asked. 

"What about her? I'm here now. You don't know how hard it's been," he cried. 


"| don't know how hard it's been? Do you know what it felt like waiting for you to call? And the realizing you 


weren't going to?" 


"But I'm here now! Please don't make me go. If you make me go then everything is fucked up. Everything 
already is fucked up. | fuck everything up," he sighed, placing his head back down on the table. 


"How do | know you won't change your mind tomorrow?" | asked. 


"How do | know you won't?" he asked in return 
"Fair enough. You don't, but | have a slightly better track record than you." 


"Jesus Shane, please? | said | was sorry. If you want me to leave, fine. But don't give me a hard time. It seems 


like everybody is giving me a hard time, like everybody is against me. My dad, Toby, you," he cried. 


‘lm not against you Mitch," | sighed. | wanted to believe him. | still loved him. | guess | was just mad that he 
made me wait so long. | sat down next to him and put my arm around him. "Alright, but this is it Mitch. No 


more messing around." 
"Will you give me one of those pills now?" he asked. 


"No! You little shit!" | gave him a little shove. Mitch groaned and got up. He stumbled back to the couch, 


collapsed, and pulled a throw pillow over his head. 


| am Iron Man 


Toby 


| dropped my cell phone into the compartment between the seats. Another thoroughly unproductive phone call 
with Mike. When are they going to realize there isn't going to be another Black Fulcrum CD? Its over. How the 
hell are we going to record, let alone write, when more than half the members aren't speaking? | for one am 
not going to spend the next year, year and a half, trapped in a room with Shane and Mitch. | guess we could 
replace Mitch but even if | could finagle that | still don't want to deal with Shane, contract be damned. | don't 
think | could be in the same twenty-five mile radius as him. | couldn't look at him. Every time | think about 
him, whether its hearing one of our songs, or seeing his picture, or just passing by a restaurant we used to 
go to, all | can think of is May | make love to you Mitch?” It's fucking seared into my brain. It echoes in my 
ears at any and every opportunity. And now l'm stuck in traffic thinking about. Thanks a fucking lot Mike! All 
roads lead to Shane, or at least every thought. It doesn't matter how many beautiful men | fuck, he always 


manages to creep back in. 


When | consider all the time | have wasted in LA traffic. Its amazing anything gets done in this town. You have 
to have a cell phone just to do business. Well I'm going to get out of that contract some how. What's the point 
of having a slew of expensive lawyers if they can't get you out of a crappy contract? Lawyers! | have spent a 
tidy little sum on them this year. I'm going to have to settle this thing with Mitch soon but I'm enjoying 
knowing he's going out of his mind with frustration as well as going broke. He's coasted through life with me 
there to pick up the pieces when he screws up and now he's learning there are actually consequences to being 
a selfish backstabbing bastard. Am | petty? You bet! But these legal vendettas are becoming exhausting as well 


as expensive. The lawyers are right. I'm going to have to settle. 


When everything is said and down he'll still have a few million. So Mitchie won't have to work a Burger King 
after all. The lazy little fuck, it's been a year since the tour or ‘the torture’ and he hasn't done a damn thing, 
not even a God damn radio jingle. Even Shane's gotten back to work. Shane! Shane! Shane! God damn it, can't | go 
ten minutes without thinking about that whoring bastard? | need to get laid. | haven't really been laid since 
Scott. There's another ingrate for you. | pluck him and his ratty little band out of obscurity | give him two of 
the best songs written in recent history, written by yours truly, produce an incredible album and introduce 
him to all the right people, and he's already trying to weasel out of the contract. He's just being a spiteful 
little bitch because | chucked him out. He hasn't paid his dues for that privilege. He better earn a few million 
before he pulls that crap. 


There's a lesson in all of this. Don't screw where you eat. But who else am | going to meet and who else can | 
count on to be discreet? It's not like | can go to a gay bar and pick up a fuck for the night. Of course there 
are people that could provide such services. | could easily call Pete to arrange something. But | hate doing that. 
| refuse to believe I've gotten that desperate. I'm hardly some fat middle aged business man. | could always go 
by Everett's and poach me a piece of his eye candy. | never quite trust those guys though. At least with a 


hustler you're buying their discretion and who's going to believe them any way. 


What an irony, to be a rock star and not be able to find someone to fuck me properly. There are thousands of 
girls that would die to sleep with me and I've had a few but none of them quite scratch that itch. The truth is 
I've never been in this position before. I've always had somebody. I've always had Shane. | never had to go out 
on the prowl. | had only been in LA six months when | met him. It took me another six months to get him in 
bed. | have been with him since | was nineteen Or was with him. All those wasted years. | could have been out 
having the fucking time of my life, literally. Instead | got tied down, thinking | was in love. In love, what a load of 
crap that is. | must have been delusional. And now | was stuck going home on a Friday night to play guitar and 
drink a bottle of wine alone. It's times like this that | wished | did do drugs. | hate not being in control but a 
night of oblivion would be nice for a change. | suppose being Mitch has its advantages. The ability to check out 


and have a little mental vacation must be nice. 

| keep hitting all the red lights damn it! | look over to the car on the right. The driver is getting a blow job. 
Jesus! Like half of Los Angeles can't see. He's drinking a Big Gulp too. How tacky! It's the sort of thing Mitch 
would do. At least he could do is pay attention He looks at me and grins. Yeah, well go to helll The light turns 
green and | hit the gas. | reach down for my phone and dial. It rings twice. 

"Yes Toby?" Pete asked 


Call that guy. Mark what ever his name is, and have him arrange something for around nine tonight," | 


instructed, 

"What do you have in mind?" 

"Something in a blonde, tallish. You know," | replied. 

"The usual blue ball special?" He asked wryly. 

"Very fumy, except | don't pay you to be funny Pete,” | snapped. 

"Well you don't pay me enough not to be." 

"Just do it!" | ordered. 

"Don't | always master? Do you want this little soire at your house?" 

"What do you think? I'm going to take him to the Beverly Hills? Of course my house. Call me to confirm." | hit 


disconnect and continued heading northeast on Wilshire. 


The intercom beeped at rine thirteen. He was late. If l'm paying he should at least be on time. | buzzed him in 
and waited. As | heard the click of his heels on the stone walk, | wondered what the hell | was doing, but | 
opened the door any way. He was about 6' 3", short blonde hair, athletic build. He looked like a porn star. 


"You're late!" | snapped. 
"Sorry" 


"Well don't just stand there! Come in," | replied | opened the door wider and motioned him to step inside. He did 


have a nice ass. "In there," | pointed. 

"Ah, | really need to get the money up front.” 

"Fine," | said, pulling out my wallet. 

"Eight hundred" 

"I know how much, Can | deduct for you being late?" | asked, handing him eight crisp eight hundred dollar bills. | 
watched as he counted it, then folded the cash and shoved it into the front pocket of his jeans. | lead him into 
the next room. "I don't usually do this." 

"Sure thing," he smiled. 

"| don't!" | cried. 


"| don't care. l'm not here to judge you. l'm here to do whatever you want. So?" 


| sat down at the dinning room table. It's where | do a lot of writing. "Sit down," | ordered. He sat next to me. 


"What's your name?" 

"Spence." 

"So do you want a glass of wine Spence?" | asked. 
"Sure." 


| poured him a glass and handed it too him. He took a small sip and set it down. "You aren't very talkative are 


you?" 
"I can. Do you like dirty talk?" he asked. 


| had to laugh. Do | like dirty talk? The last guy who talked dirty to me ripped my heart out of my chest and 
stomped on it. | pushed back my chair. "Just come here," | sighed. | pointed down at the floor and he knelt. He 
reached for my fly but | stopped him. | undid it myself, freeing my still soft dick. "Go ahead." 


| closed my eyes. | felt him begin to gently stroke it. My cock shuddered awake. Hot breath hit my skin as his 
head dipped down His tongue slowly moved up, down and around. His mouth gripped the head and lightly sucked. 


| imagined it was Shane's mouth. | reached down but his hair felt all wrong, so | dropped my hand down. | 
imagined green eyes looking up at me filled with that sexy boy glint. | imagined him pausing and smiling the 
smile of his. | groan as | feel the mouth slid all the way down, taking all of me. | let him work my length, feeling 
the pleasure grow. 

May | make love to you Mitch? 

Shit!" | yank his head off my cock. 

"What's wrong?" Spence asks. 

"Nothing! Get up!" | order. He stands. "Drop your pants!" 

He reaches into his pocket and hands me a condom then unzips his pants, letting them fall to his ankles. | turn 
him around and roughly push him down onto the table. | quickly put on the condom and shove into him in one 
brisk stroke. He gasps, his muscles resisting but | keep plunging into him. | place the palms of my hands on his 
back, pressing him down against the table and begin to pound into him at an unrelenting pace. 

"Who are you going to make love to now, huh asshole?" | cried, satisfaction ripping through me. Heaving, | pulled 
out and walked down the hall to the bathroom. | dropped the condom in the trash. Bending over the toilet, my 
stomach expelled the wine in putrid torrents. After about fifteen minutes a heard a soft knock on the door. 
"Are you okay in there?" he asked. 

"Yes!" 

“Should | go?" 


"Yes!" | know | should have gone back out, just to make sure he wasn't stealing anything. But | was in no mood. 


"Okay. WellBye." | heard the click of his heels retreat down the hall and the soft thud of the heavy oak door. | 


won't cry. | have an iron will. 


The Great Pretender 


Author's Notes: 
Hey Sparklebird ;) 


Mitch 


My cell phone woke me up. | was hoping it would be Ana. But when | flipped it open | saw it was my frickin 

lawyer. | didn't want to talk to him unless he had good news and he never had any good news so | let it ring. It 
was fucking murder on my hang over. Shit! | don't even remember coming here. | must have really tied one on. 
The last time | drank so much that | didn't remember what | did was when we flew to Europe. | got so soused 
Toby practically had an aneurism. | guess | felt up a stewardess or something. Big deal! She obviously liked it or 
they would have arrested me or something. What else are you going to do, stuck up in the air for nine hours? 


People really get to me sometimes. 


Judging from the sun it was late afternoon. Shane had gone to the studio. There was only one thing to do, have 
a drink. | trudged over to the refrigerator and looked inside-bottled water, juice, Red Bull, and white wine. Leave 
it to a fag to just have white wine. | grab the Red Bull then start searching the cabinets for liquor. Finally, 
behind some wine glasses | spy two bottles, a dusty bottle of Kahlua and a half empty bottle of Bacardi. The 
rum was obviously from Toby. He only drank rum and coke or vodka and tonic when it came to the hard stuff. 
| opened the Red Bull and drank about a quarter of it then poured in some rum. It didn't taste bad. It didn't 
taste good either. 


Next order of business, take a piss and brush my teeth. | climbed the stairs to the second floor. I'd been to 

Shane's house a couple of times but I'd never been on the second floor before. | kinda felt like | was snooping. | 
hate nosey people. | hate it when they go through my crap. My dad was always searching through my shit 

when | was a kid, looking for drugs he said. Like I'd hide my dope where he could find it! But sometimes | would 
forget to carefully hide other stuff, like the Hustler magazine | stole out of the garage when | was nine. Man 
he was plenty pissed about that. | got the belt for that but it was so worth it. It was the first snatch | saw. 
It was the Holy Grail. | finally knew what my dad was always sniggering about and | charged all my friends two 


bucks to see it. | stole it again when | was older. | still have it somewhere. 


| peered into Shane's room, trying to decide if | should go in or not. Hell, Shane's the biggest snoop | know. | 
headed for the bathroom and took a piss. He had the biggest bathtub I've ever seen. You could fit three or 
four people in it. There was a huge picture window with a view of the San Gabriel Mountains off in the 
distance. It was a total chick wet dream. All it needed was some nauseating candles that smell like vanilla or 
cinnamon. Why do chicks always go for shit like that? My first wife got all pissed off one time because | 
wasn't overjoyed at the idea of sitting a tub full of water and rose petals with her. Rose petals for Christ 
sake! | was pealing bits of rose off me for the next two days. And | never got the point of a bath any way. 
You're just sitting in your own dirt! You're not getting clean At least he had a big shower too. 


| walked over to the sink. | brushed my teeth and rinsed my mouth out. At least it didn't taste like the bottom 
of some guy's foot any more. | stuck my head under the faucet and let it run a bit. | reached for a towel and 
dried my hair some. The problem with cutting your hair is that it can grow out funny. Mine now stuck out at 
all these odd angles. | looked like some new wave dude from the Eighties. | had dripped water all over the floor. 
| mopped it up with the towel. | wonder if Shane's one of those persnickety queers like Toby. | guess I'll find out. 
| dropped the dirty towel in the corner and snuck back into Shane's room. | could see a couple of bottles of pills 
on the night stand and smiled. What Shane doesn't know can't hurt him. | didn't recognize any of the drugs by 


name. So | took one of each and headed back downstairs. 


| checked my cell phone to see if Ana had called and | just hadn't heard it ring. She hadn't. Why is that as soon 
as you get them pregnant they start hating you? It must be some hormonal thing. | got her a nice house with 
a backyard and everything, didn't |? Okay, most of it was the money we snaked out of Toby but that money 
was rightfully mine any way. | just can't get her to believe it. She didn't believe | was famous. When somebody 
came up for an autograph Ana thought they were friends of mine and | was trying to fool her. | actually had 
to take her down to the mall and show her my picture on one of our CD's to get her to believe me. She still 
doesn't believe there's any money. She thinks | gambled all away just because | lost a little money in Vegas 


when we got married. 


As soon as we got married, Ana started in on me getting a job. What does she think I'm going to do? Go work 
at the auto body shop with her stinking cousin? | could hurt my hands! A guitarists fingers are his livelihood. 
If | fuck up my hands I'm doomed. Besides l'm a musician not a mechanic. | explained it to her but she doesn't 
get it. Its not like | can just start another band l'm still under contract and I'm not going to those fuckers, not 
while Toby pulls the strings. I'm getting fucked coming and going. If | could just get my money back she 
wouldn't worry so much. But it was the money that started the big melt down 


Ana thinks I'm obsessed with it. She would be to if it were her money. Of course | haven't exactly told her 
how much money's at stake. It's never a good idea for a chick to know how much you have. Right now | got 
close to nothing. | don't want her to know that either. I'm still getting royalties but the lawyer costs money and 
| still have to send money for Sophie. | want to get money back before the baby is born. | don't want to screw 
it up like last time. That's why | didn't go with Shane in the first place. Kristy wouldn't let me see Sophie just 
because. Imagine what would happen if Ana thought | was a fag. I'd never get to see my kid. She's a Catholic. 
She's so Catholic she won't even suck me off. Not that | much feel like doing anyway. Every time we do | end 
up thinking about Shane and | feel like I'm making her dirty some how. Ever since | saw Shane in San Francisco 
things have slowly been unraveling. | wish | could just cut all this queer shit out of my head. | really care 


about her. | want to take care of her and the kids. 


So Ana got it into her head that | really don't love her. She says if | did, | would forget about the money and 
get a job. | told her that was bullshit and she told me to get out. So | left. | slept in my car and waited for her 
to cool off. | waited two days but she never did. She asked me if | had a job and when | said no, she slammed 
the door in my face. So | went to get drunk And | woke up at Shane's. | know | should have told him the truth 
but what good would it really do. He'd just kick me to the curb like everybody else. | couldn't handle him hating 


me now. | can't explain it but | need him some how. Not for a place to live. I've always managed to find some 


place. These last few months I've felt empty. When I'm around him it doesn't seem so bad. Sooner or later he'll 
find out and never speak to me again. Then the choice will be made for me. In the mean time | can pretend like 
this thing between us is normal and will work out. In the mean time | can pretend | don't have a wife that's 


five months pregnant. 


Shane Rules! 


Shane 

Things weren't going as | hoped. The first night when | came home Mitch was already asleep on the couch. It 
was late so | just let him sleep. He was still asleep when | left. Then last night | made a point of coming back 
early and he was gone. No note, no phone call, nothing. | don't mind saying | was pissed. | was even more pissed 
when | woke up and he still wasn't back. | was beginning to see why Mitch's girlfriends didn't last long. | had 
taken the day off just to be with him, the shit. The phone rang around noon. 

"Hello?" 

"Hey," Mitch replied, "I'm at the gate. Can you let me in?" 

"Why should |?" | asked angrily. | could hear Mitch sigh. 


"What's wrong?" he asked. 


"Don't give me what's wrong. You know what's wrong!" | snapped. | hung up the phone and buzzed the front 
gate. Five minutes later Mitch dragged his sorry ass in. "Where were you?" 


"| had things to do," he sheepishly answered 

"Like what kind of things?" 

| had to get my stuff," he said, kicking at the floor with his shoe. 

"And it took you all night?" 

"| got side tracked and it got late. | figured you would be asleep and | didn't want to wake you up." 
"Stop bullshitting me Mitch! I'm not stupid!" | shouted. 


"I went to get my stuff, honest. And | met this guy | know and we played pool and had some drinks and it got 
late. | didn't know the security code for the gate so | just stayed at his place." 


"Why didn't you call me? | came home early and you were gone!" | complained. 
‘lm sorry! | forgot, okay?" he responded. 


"What were you really doing? Tell me the truth!" 


| told you the truth! | went to get my stuff and then | hung out! Am | just supposed to sit around all day 
waiting for you?" Mitch asked angrily. 


"| didn't say that!" 
"That's what it sounds like to me!" 


"Mitch," | sighed, shaking my head. "This isn't a good way to start." Mitch looked at me, his eyes growing big 


and his face draining of color. 

"You're kicking me out?" he asked, though it almost sounded like a statement. 

‘lm not kicking you out," | replied, sitting down on the couch with a sigh. "But this isn't a hotel Mitch! And if 
we're going to be together there are going to have to be some rules. Like you're going to have to call me 
when you're not coming home." 

"Okay." 

"Which won't be often, right?" | asked. Mitch nodded. "And," | continued, "I want your cell phone number in case 
you forget. We're also going to tell each other what our plans are, so | don't come home expecting to spend 
time with you and find an empty house.” 

"| said | was sorry," Mitch complained. 

"Just being sorry doesn't cut it with me Mitch. | want it not to happen again!" 


“Alright! Alright!" Mitch pouted. 


"And no more sleeping on the couch," | said. "| want you to sleep with me. That's what people who are together 


do. Unless of course you forget to call me, then I'll insist that you sleep on the couch." 

"You sound just like a chick! Or worse, Toby," Mitch laughed. 

"l'm not finish!" | snapped. 

“There's more? Jesus!" 

"You bet your sweet little ass there's more!" | glared a Mitch just to make sure he knew | was serious. "I know 
this sounds a bit hypocritical considering how things started but | usually..! don't..No fucking around Mitch. 


You're either with me and only me or not at all. I'm not one of your blonde bimbos!" 


Mitch was quiet for a minute. Then his wicked little grin appeared. "You look blonde to me Shane." 


"Argh! You incorrigible little brat!" | cried | yanked him down onto the couch. 
"Hey why do you think | called you Goldilocks?" Mitch laughed. 

"l'm serious Mitch! Promise mel" 

‘| promise! Jesus. Do think I'm gonna go pick up a guy? Christ!" he said. 


"That means women too Mitch," | said, taking his face in my hands, forcing him to look me in the eye. 
"Understand?" 


He looked to the side and pulled away. "Okay. | understand. Anything else commander and chief?" 
"No more drinking and driving. | don't want to have to worry whenever I'm not with you." 

"Okay Toby, were did you get the life like McClure mask?" Mitch joked. 

"l'm serious!" 

"You said that already. Seems like you're always serious lately," Mitch complained. 

"A relationship is serious Mitch." 


"Well just what sort of relationship are we supposed to be having because you're begin to sound an awful lot 


like my mother," Mitch sneered, standing up. 

"Where are you going?" 

"To take a leak or do | need permission for that?" he asked as he walked away. 

He returned twenty minutes later. He stood in the doorway, looking perturbed. "Do | get to make any rules?" 
"Yes, | don't see why not. It depends on what they are," | replied. 

"So you make a rule and it's law and | make a rule and it's up for discussion?" He asked rather testily. 

"No, the same rules apply to me. | have to call you if I'm not coming home. | can't sleep with anyone else." 
"Well my rules will apply to me too," he responded. 

"Stop being a jerk and just tell me what your rules are." 


“There's only one. | want you to stop being a nag. And you could trust me just a little." Mitch watched me, 


waiting for my response. 
"tm not being a nag Mitch. There have to be rules. Otherwise there would just be chaos," | explained. 


"Forget it. | knew you'd say something like that McClure! And you're full of shit! The only rules you think there 


have to be are yours!" he snapped. 


He always called me McClure when he was pissed off at me. | suppose in some ways he was right. | was never 
the more mature one before. I'd never been with someone that | really had to worry about. I'm not just talking 
about cheating either. Mitch is reckless by nature. He does stupid things. Where as | might buy a motorcycle, 

Mitch would buy a motorcycle, race it down Mulholland Drive after downing a bottle of Jack, and run it into a 

tree. And he'd probably get up with only a scratch or two. I'm worried he'll break my heart, not just by taking 
off with some busty starlet but by ending up dead. Still the last tour is proof enough of how Mitch gets when 
he feels caged in. Either I'm going to have to learn to live with it or with out him. At the very least, he'll have 
to be eased into the idea of growing the hell up. 


"Alright Mitch, I'll try," | said. 
“Alright, well I'll try not to screw any hot chicks." 


| said I'll try and | mean it!" | got up, walked over to him and pulled him to me. | kissed him, darting my tongue 
into his mouth as | slid my hands down his back to his butt. | stroked it and gave each cheek a playful squeeze. 
Mitch's breathe quickened and his tongue met mine. His hand rested on the small of my back. | pressed him 
back against the door frame. | smiled at his ever ready cock. | never met anybody that got so hard so quickly. 
If there was one way to keep Mitch in line it was keeping a hold on his perpetually hard dick. "So there's my 
friend," | said, sliding a hand around to rub it. 


"Yeah, he's there," Mitch gasped, thrusting his crotch into my hand. 


| undid his pants and pulled it out. Looking down at his beautiful erect cock, | said “Hey little fella. Long time, no 


see. 

"Little!" cried Mitch, pulling away. 

"I'm kidding. | thought you said | was too serious," | joked. 
"You dont kid about that!" 


"You're right. l'm sorry," | smiled. "But if you don't know by now that | love your gargantuan cock, | better 
show you." | slipped down to my knees and took it into my mouth. | immediately began deep throating him. 
Mitch's knees buckled slightly. | held him up with one hand, pressing his hip to the frame. He gasped, and 
thrust forward into my mouth. | had barely started and he was already coming, buckets in fact. When | had 
sucked the last bit from him, | looked up surprised. Mitch blushed. 


"Its..Its been awhile," he stuttered, embarrassed. 
"IFs okay," | said, standing up. 


| mean. don't usually..not that..quick” Mitch looked down, his face still pink He busied himself putting his now 


limp cock back in his pants. 


"Mitch, it really is okay," | said, kissing his cheek. "We'll take more time tonight." Mitch nodded mutely. "Mitch, 
look at me," | demanded. He looked up. | gave him another kiss. "It really is okay. Now that I've helped you 
unpack the most important thing, go unpack the rest of your stuff. | have some errands to run I'll be back 


soon, so don't go anywhere. | still have an ass to prod” | gave him a wink and he grinned. 


A Devil\'s Bargain 


So it's the third night this week I've sent for Spence. | know it's appalling, appalling and expensive. It's so 
pathetic Pete doesn't even joke about it any more. It can't be helped. I'm like any other man. | have needs. | get 
sick of yanking on my own dick. | want to feel a warm body next to me, under me. He fulfills that need. | think 
it would be more vulgar, tawdrier, if | just went down and found some guy to fuck Its a mutually beneficial 


arrangement this way. I'm not using him. I'm just fucking him. That's how it is, | fuck him. 


| miss feeling someone in me, a part of me, though. | never let Spence top me. There are some things that are 
still sacred to me. | have to care about a person, trust them, love them, to give myself over like that. | want 
that one thing at least to remain special. | had been with other men before Shane, but not in that way. He's 
the only one I've ever trusted enough, loved enough to really be with. And he'd almost never let me. It ripped 
into my heart whenever he refused. It was his way of saying | don't trust you Toby, | don't love you 
completely. Now | see it. The distrust was always there. We were never really together, not in the way | 
thought. That's it exactly. | was in love with who | thought he was, not who he really is. But that idea of him 


has got a hold on me and won't let go. 


| saw him come out of the EMI building the other day and it took every bit of strength not to run up to him. | 
don't know what | wanted to do. Slap him, take him in my arms, and take your pick. | thought | was over it. | 
hardly thought of him in the first six months. But London was miles away from Shane and the little world we 
occupied. There was nothing there to remind me and plenty to distract me. Even in the new house | felt like | 
couldn't escape him. Its LA. | have to get out of LA. As soon as | settle all this crap l'm moving, somewhere 
where | will never see him or hear about him. It was seeing him in San Francisco that started it all again. Of 
course where can | move to where I'll never have to hear about him? Afghanistan? The moon? Where ever it 


is, | can't get there soon enough. 

The intercom beeped and | buzzed him in and poured myself another glass of wine. He rang the doorbell which | 
immediately thought was odd since he usually knocks. | was about to say something when | opened the door to 
see Todd standing there. It took a minute to register, | was so shocked. If | was limbless, | could still count the 
number of times Todd has been to visit. 


"Good, you're home," he said walking right past me. 


"Obviously," | sputtered. He wandered past the entry way and into the living room. "Todd!" | strode after him, 
trying not to spill my wine. "What the hell are you doing here?" 


‘lm here to see you buddy!" 


"Well | didn't invite you. | have plans. You'll have to go," | said, peering back over to the door. Spence would be 


here any minute and he wasn't exactly someone | wanted to introduce to one of my band mates. Correction, 


former band mate. That's just what | needed, to have a male ‘escort’ show up when | have the densest, 
straightest guy in Los Angeles in my living room. Not that Todd didn't know about me. He certainly does. And 
he wasn't spiteful like Mitch. But he definitely had a sophomoric sense of humor and a big mouth. 

‘It won't take long. You don't return your calls Toby," he said, plopping down in an easy chair. 


"That should tell you something Todd," | replied, irritated. 


"IFs time to get back to work Toby. We got music to make!" Todd laughed. He dug into his pocket. "Want to 


smoke a joint?" he asked. 

"You know | don't do that!" | snapped. 

"But you drink alone | see" He pulled out a joint 

"And | don't like people to smoke in my house. Damn it Todd! Just go. lm not in the mood," | cried. 


"You're in some kind of mood alright." He put the joint back in his pocket. "We had a good time on stage in San 


Francisco didn't we? Remember when we used to have fun? You know fun, think back." 

"The answer is no Todd. Now you really need to go." 

"No? You don't remember fun? So that's the problem. Let's go and have some fun! You, me, and Kevin, we'll go 
down to one of the clubs and mock some of the up and comers. Make them hate us and wish they were as 
cool as we are. Or we could call Shane and dig up Mitch and surprise them all by playing. What you say?" He 
asked, grinning. 


"Absolutely not. Now fuck off Todd. I'm mean it." 


‘| understand that you're mad at them but what about Kevin and me? You just going to leave us hanging? You 
know we owe an album. | for one would like to get back to making music. Don't you miss it Toby? | miss it," 


Todd said, 

"What do you mean? You and Kevin were just touring with Navarro!" | cried 

"That's been over for months. Besides, it's not the same. We're the Brotherhood, man!" 

"The Brotherhood is over Todd" | shouted 

"Toby hasn't this gone on long enough? You can't keep us all hanging like this," he said It was strange, seeing 


Todd serious. | don't think I've seen him serious since I've known him, not even when his appendix burst in 


Tokyo, he was joking. 


"Did Mike send you?" | asked, 
"No way Jose! Kevin and | were talking and” 
"Always a bad ideal" | sneered. 


"You know this wasn't your band Toby. It was even just the three of you! There are five members in The 
Black Fulcrum Brotherhood! It was our band. We all had an equal share, if not an equal say," Todd argued. 


"What's that supposed to mean?" 


‘It means we let you have your way most of the time because it was just easier than arguing with you," he 


replied 

"We did it my way most of the time because | was always right!" | snapped. 

"Why do you always have to be such an arrogant fuck?" he asked. 

"Who do you think did most of the work? Who wrote most of the songs?" | demanded. 

Todd sat forward, his brown eyes turning almost black "Toby that's bullshit and that's insulting. We all worked 
hard to get where we are. All of us. You weren't up there alone. Yes you wrote some awesome songs. But | 
happen to know a lot of the lyrics were Shane's even if he didn't get the credit. And our biggest song just 
happened to written by your brother. So stick it!" 

| really wanted to hit him. | was a bit drunk, so | did. Or | started to. He was too quick. He stood up and 
grabbed my wrist. Not too tightly but enough to hold it midair. | tend to forget what a powerful grip a 
drummer has. "lm not Mitch or Shane. You can't hit me just because you don't like what | have to say," Todd 
said. IT wasn't menacing, or even angry, just matter of fact. | think if he if he had hurt me or been enraged, | 


wouldn't feel so humiliated. 


| pulled my wrist free and rubbed it. "How many fucking times do | have to tell you assholes its over? Have 


you smoked so much pot that your last brain cell can't process it! It's over! Move onl" | screamed. 
Like you have?" he asked 

"Yeah, like | have!" 

"You haven't moved on. You're just as pissed as you were a year ago!" 

"What the fuck do you know?" | asked. 


"Don't you think I've ever been hurt? Everybody gets their heart broken That's the price you pay for having 


one. In fact you are lucky. It's only happened to you once! You need to forgive them and let it go," Todd argued. 


"Who the fuck do you think you are? Some two bit drummer? There are a hundred just like you, dozens that 


are better," | hissed. 

"Screw you Toby," he said. "I came here to try to reason with you. You want to be a prick and fight dirty fine. 
| don't like being an asshole but | will be if | have to. Kevin and | are prepared to sue you. I'm sure it won't take 
much to convince Mitch or Shane. So it's up to you. Do | have to be an asshole?" he asked. 

"Is everything all right?" We both turned and saw Spence standing in the doorway. | had completely forgotten 
about his impending arrival in my anger. Of course he couldn't be really late, just late enough. "I was going to 
knock but | heard shouting." 

"Everything is fine," | replied coolly. "Go on into the dinning room." 

"Okay. Umm, if there's going to be two of you I'm going to have to charge extra,’ Spence explained. 

"Just gol" | barked, feeling myself growing red faced. Spence nodded and headed for the dinning room. | looked 
over at Todd. He was trying to suppress a laugh and doing a poor job of it. "It's a back massage. I'm getting a 
back massage," | insisted. 

"Sure you are," Todd laughed. "| get ‘em all the time. Just be sure to get a happy ending!" 

Is not what you think!" | cried. 

"Sure Toby. Whatever you say. He looks a lot like Shane," Todd chuckled. 


"If | agree to do the fucking album will you swear on your arms that you'll never breathe a word of this to 


anyone?" | asked desperately. 


He smiled. "Sure. | swear on my arms. But if you don't call Mike by tomorrow and settle this in writing, I'm 


taking out a full page ad in the Times!" 

"Agreed. Now gol" | growled. 

"Have fun. I'd tell you not to do anything | wouldn't do but then you'd be out of luck," he giggled as he headed 
out the door. "And Toby, we're still friends!" | walked over and slammed the door behind him and went into the 
dinning room. 


"Is that the ex?" Spence asked. 


"God no!" | grimaced. "| wouldn't screw him unless he was the last man on earth." 


"I thought he was kind of cute. He's definitely packing!” Spence smiled. 


"Todd? | hadn't noticed," | replied , shaking the thought from my head. "Glass of wine?" 


Ring of Gold, Ring of Fire 


Every time | move I'm amazed at how much crap I've got. And this isn't even a fraction of it. Most of it's in 
storage. | end up finding the weirdest shit. Like a book of matches from a club that went out of business five 
years ago with the initials BK. and a number. Who the hell is BK? | guess | haven't worn this jacket in awhile. | 
always find like a hundred guitar picks which is funny since | almost never use them. | found a cocktail napkin 
that Toby had drawn a cartoon of Brittney Spears giving head to a donkey which | decided to keep because it 
was still pretty fucking funny. He should have been an artist instead. We all would have been a hell of a lot 
happier. | found a set of keys belonging to this guy who used to sell me coke. | can't figure out how | ended up 
with them or why | was carrying them in my good suit. | checked the other pocket and found a poker chip 
from Caesar's Palace from when Ana and me got married. | kept it because | thought it might be lucky. | was 
going to give it to the kid some day. Now I'll probably never see that one either. 


| put all my stuff in his guest house. It's better that way. In case anybody comes around, it's like I'm just 
staying with him. | know Shane will probably flip out, especially after the big deal he made about me sleeping on 
the couch. It wasn't like it was personal. He was gone. | like to fall asleep watching TV. To be honest, waking up 
next to another guy is still going to take some getting used to. But my things are another thing altogether and 
he's such a nosey bastard, | know he'd go poking around if it was right there in the room. This should be less 
of a temptation. There was definitely stuff | was going to have to hide. 


| picked up the little white box and opened the lid. | took out the gold band and slipped it on my left ring finger. 
| hadn't seen or spoken to Ana in almost a week. She wasn't there when | picked up my stuff. | waited for a 
few hours but she didn't come back. Finally her cousin called and asked me to leave the house so she could 
come back home. It seems like even when | try to do right by a chick they get mad. | turned the ring a bit. It 
was cheap. They both were. Ana's ring was nicer, but not as nice as | would have liked. | knew if | used my 
credit card again Toby would have been on me like white on rice. At least the hotel was free. Being famous still 
has some perks. | slipped the ring off and put it back in the box along with the chip. | hid it in a pair of ugly 


ass argyle sock my mom gave me a hundred Christmases ago. 
"How's it going?" 


| jumped a foot and slammed my finger in the drawer. "Fuck!" | cried, shaking my hand back and forth. "Jesus 
Shane! Didn't any one tell you not to sneak up on people like that?" 


"Don't you think the guest house is a little far of a walk to get dressed in the morning?" he asked, 
"Your closet was full," | said Actually | didn't look but | know Shane was almost as big a clothes horse as Toby. 


"There's more than one closet in the house Mitch. I'll help you move it later. Come inside. It's time for 


presents," Shane said, grinning. 


"Presents?" | asked. 


"Yes, presents." He grabbed my hand and led me back into the house. There were four bags of various sizes 


sitting on the counter. 


"This one first | think," Shane said, reaching his hand inside a small white bag. He held up a key on keychain. He 
dropped it into the palm of my hand. | turned it over and saw that Mitch’ was engraved on one side of a flat 
silver disk. "Its the key to the house. And I'm giving you the security code for the gate so no more excuses." 


"Thanks. What's in those?" | asked, pointing at the rest of the bags. 


"Patience, Mitchie." Shane reached into another bag and pulled out a pair of Levis. "Put them on," Shane 


ordered, handing them to me. 

"Now?" | asked. | could tell by looking at them they were too small 
"Please." 

"| should wash them first," | replied 


"No more presents then," Shane teased. "Of any kind" He held up two fingers and wiggled them. | undid my 
pants and let them drop to the floor. | started to pull on the jeans but he stopped me. "Take off your 
underwear too." | slid those off too and stepped into the jeans. | could button them but they were a hell of a 
tight fit. “Turn around," Shane instructed. | did and | felt his hand slid up and over my ass. My dick gave a little 
involuntary twitch. He ran his fingers down the back seam and a surge of blood rushed to my cock. "Shane 
likes! Shane definitely likes," he whispered in my ear. 


"They're kind of tight," | said. Even tighter now than they were before, | think. 


"I know," he chuckled. "Okay, turn back around. There's still more presents." | turned around and he surprised 
me with a kiss. His tongue practically hit my tonsils as he slid his hand down to my crotch and rubbed. Shane 
pulled away and smiled. "I can't have you too excited just yet." 


Man that burned. Now he thinks | come at the drop of a hat. "I told you |" 


"That's not what | meant, honey. Honestly," he said, giving me another kiss. Did he just call me honey? He just 
called me honey! Jesus.crap. A guy just called me honey. It bothers me that it doesn't bother me more. Shane 
reached over and grabbed the biggest bag of all. He had one of those cat who just ate the canary grins. A 
cowboy hat emerged from the bag, a cowboy hat almost exactly like the one | had when | was in high school. 
He plopped it on my head. Surprisingly, it fit. "Mmm.now | can take my own picture," he giggled. "But wait, 


there's one more thing." 


"Spurs?" | joked. 


Shane reached into the final bag. It was a tiny, brown paper bag. He removed a small object. He opened his hand 
to reveal a strip of leather with snaps on the end. "What is it?" | asked. 


"A cock ring," Shane replied. 
"A cock ring?" | asked. | wasn't sure | was hearing right. 


"You wrap it around you cock and balls. It makes you really hard and you stay that way until you take it off. It 
looks really hot and you'll like the way it feels. | promise,’ Shane explained, 


| had heard of them but | didn’t really think people used them. | mean | would feel ridiculous. It looked like it 
would hurt too. | can't believe he expected me to put that thing around my dick. What's next? A tiny bowtie 
and a party hat? "Well | hope you saved the receipt. Maybe you can get your money back," | said. There was 
no way in hell | was putting that on 

"| don't want to return it," Shane replied in a coy voice. 

"Well then you can wear it!" 

"Have an open mind Mitch," Shane suggested. 

"And a sore dick. No thanks," | said. 

"Come on Mitchie, try it on," Shane begged. 

Nice to see the shoe on the other foot. You weasel. But I'm not doing it. I'm not some gay porno guy. "No." 
"Just once, for me. If you really don't like it you never have to wear it again," Shane promised. 

"Nol" 

"| could understand if you tried it and you didn't like it, but you won't even try it!" Shane complained. He 
stepped forward. He started to rub my dick again. The pressure of his stroke and the rough denim was 
murdering my resolve. "Hasn't everything we've done up to now felt good? Have | ever done anything that 
didn't make you feel really good Mitchie?" he asked in his sexy voice. 

"Well, no but," | stammered. 


"Come on, just let me try it on you," he cooed, rubbing a little faster. 


Its not fair to ask a guy to do something he doesn't want to do when you're rubbing his dick,’ | gasped. | 


wanted to sound mean but | was to damn hard to sound mean. 
"Finel Mr. Cranky Pants!" Shane said, really annoyed. He turned and walked out of the room. 


"Where the hell are you going?" | cried, stumbling after him. It's a little difficult to walk quickly when your 
dick's on high alert. 


"| have some paper work | have to go over," he said, sitting at his desk. 
"And you're gonna just leave me like this?" | asked angrily. 


"| wouldn't want to be unfair," Shane replied wryly. He started rifling through papers while | just stood there 
glaring at him. 


"This is totally fucked Shane!" | cried. Shane snickered. "Well?" | demanded. He just ignored me, the asshole! "This 
is blackmail,” | complained. 


"Hardly. I'm sure you can always take care of it yourself," Shane said, not looking up. 
That's what I've been doing for the last month and a half. Jerking off bites. And he gets me all wound up and 
walks away! Most chicks aren't this bad. | was so hard, it hurt. Ah, fuck it. "Just this one time," | said. Shane 


looked up smiling. 


"You won't be sorry Mitch. Now go take a cold shower because you have to put it on before you get hard. I'll 
finish this." 


"What! You got to be fucking kidding?" | cried. 

"Nope" 

"You dick!" | growled. This was total bullshit. | was hard now. | wanted to get off now! 
"Run along," Shane insisted. 

"Run along," | mimicked. 

"You must really like the couch." 

| muttered "Asshole" under my breath and turned to go. 


"And Mitch just wear your jeans and cowboy hat when you comeback down," Shane called out. | was going to kill 


him. Right after he fucked me, | was going to kill him. 


No More Mr. Cranky Pants 


Shane 


Mitch stood before me shivering, his pale flesh goose-bumped and his hair still damp under the tilt of the 
cowboy hat. His bare chest glistened with moisture, his nipples dark pink and erect. He was so sexy, so 
beautiful | could just look at him all night. But | had much better plans. Smiling, | grabbed a hold of the 
waistband of his jeans and slowly backed out of the room, dragging him along. | stopped just once, long enough 
to give him a kiss. | positioned him a few feet from the couch and stepped back to admire him. God, he's so 
hot. Something about him in that cowboy hat really gets me going. 


"Cold?" | asked. 

"A little," Mitch replied. 

"Well you look pretty hot to me," | laughed. | couldn't resist one more kiss. | ran my hand down his chest then 
slowly undid his pants. | pulled them down to his mid thigh and held up the cock ring with a wicked grin 
"Ready?" 

"| was ready before the shower," Mitch answered with a sneer. 

"You're such a cheeky little bastard," | responded. “But I'll cure you of that." 


"Oh yeah? I'd like to see you try," Mitch replied wickedly. 


"You asked for it," | chuckled. Lifting up his balls, | wrapped the cock ring around and secured it snugly around 
the base of his cock. 


"Fucking happy now?" Mitch asked. 


"You know next time l'm bring home a gag!" | snapped. Mitch just smirked. It was time to rile him some and 
wipe that grin off his face. | walked over and turned on the TV, slipped a disk in the DVD player and pressed 
play. A porno, one of Mitch's favorites from the tour bus. He couldn't see it but he could hear it. | walked back 


over to the couch and sat down. Mitch started to turn around. "Did | say you could turn around?" | asked. 
"What? Give me a break | was just." 


"Face me or no fun for you," | ordered. Mitch sighed and faced me. "That's better," | said. | undid my pants and 
pulled myself free. | slowly began to nonchalantly stroke my cock taking him in as his gaze fell to my hand. 
Mitch shifted uncomfortably but remained quiet. | unbuttoned my shirt with my other hand and then slid it 
back up my bare chest to play with one of my nipples. | watched with delight as Mitch's cock began to twitch 
to life. His hand reached for his own. "Did | say you could play with yourself?" | asked. 


Mitch groaned and dropped his hand to his side. "Is it going to be like this all night?" he whined. 


"Maybe," | replied. "So Mitchie what do you prefer, when | suck your cock or when | prod your ass?" | asked. 
Mitch turned an adorable shade of pink. He is cock quivered. 


"| like both," he managed to say. | could tell by how he was clenching his fists he was dying to touch himself. 


"Surely you like one more than the other," | said, feeling that familiar ache return to my balls. | began to 
stroke faster. Mitch watched me beneath hooded eyes, his cock jutting angrily. 


"I like when you fuck me," he whispered. 
"Just like?" 
"| love when you fuck me," he gasped. 


It was more than | could take. A surge of pleasure rushed through me. Come splattered on my chest and ran 


down my hand. "Come here and lick it off Mitchie!" 


Mitch waddled over and knelt between my legs and | offered him my hand. He lapped it up, his tongue running 
up and down my fingers. When my hand was clean, he leaned forward and dragged his tongue along my chest 
till not a trace remained. | leaned down and kissed him, my tongue tangling with his, tasting myself in his mouth. 
| pulled away. "You know what that taste is? It's Shane lusting after Mitchie's ass," | smiled. 


| helped him back up and stood behind him. | wrapped my arms around him and inhaled the fresh, clean sent he 
still carried from the shower. | playfully reached up and tweaked one of his nipples and he leaned back and 
moaned. He began grinding his ass back into my crotch. | wasn't going to give in that easy though. But it was 
time to knock it up a notch. | dropped my hand down and wrapped it around his raging dick. Mitch immediately 
began to frantically thrust. | let him, even though | knew he would find no relief there. | kissed my way up his 
neck and licked behind his ear. He began panting and groaning in frustration. | sucked and nipped at his neck and 


admired my work. 


"Oh Jesus, take this thing off. You're killing me," Mitch cried desperately. | moved my hand away and let him 
stand there panting and trembling. "Please Shane! Just fuck me. Please," he begged. 


| smiled and ran my hands down his sides. | had him kneel down and then bent him forward so that his top half 
rested on the couch and his ass was up in the air. And what a beautiful ass it is. | nudged his knees apart with 
my foot and knelt down behind him. | parted his cheeks and ran my tongue down his crack. | lapped at his hole 
and darted it in and out. Mitch gasped and pressed into the couch. He began to rub up against it desperately. | 
pulled away and wet two fingers. | slid the first finger in and Mitch cried out in joy. 


"Oh, fuck yeah! The other one! The other one too," he moaned, frantically bucking back into my hand. | worked 


the second finger in and Mitch became frenzied. He reached down to rip of the cock ring but | grabbed his 


wrist. "Please Shane! I've got to come! Please!" he wept. 


"Not on your life. Not until | say," | instructed. | was already fairly hard again just watching him work his ass 
against my fingers. He was desperate but that's how | wanted him. This was going to be the most satisfying 
orgasm of his life. | kept fingering him until he was limp with desire and frustration | got up. "Stay there. And 
don't you dare take it off." 


| ran upstairs and grabbed the lube and a condom and rushed back down. Mitch was still bent over the couch. 
The cowboy had toppled off and lay forgotten on the floor. He was covered with a thin sheen of sweat and he 
fidgeted as his groin quaked with desire. Standing over him, | bent down and parted his cheeks and slathered his 
entrance with lube. | slipped a finger in and out for good measure. | wanted to feel him tremble around it again 
| pulled him to his feet and turned him around. 


Kissing him deeply, | felt his need radiate from within. | handed him the lube and the condom. Mitch quickly 
dropped down before me. He struggled with opening the condom, trying to desperately to make his fingers 
move quicker. | loved that desperation It was for me. He took a deep breath and finally got it open. His hands 
shook as he quickly rolled it down my length. Reaching for the lube, he dropped it, spilling some, and swore. 
Picking it up, he poured a little in his hand, gave my cock a cursory going over and turned back around. "What 
do you want Mitchie?" | cooed. 


"Your cock up my ass," he cried. 

"Well if you promise to be a good boy instead of a cheeky little runt. And if you clean up that mouth," | said. 
"Anything, | promise anything!" 

"No more Mr. Cranky Pants?" | asked. 

"No more Mr. Cranky Pants," Mitch promised. 

"Very well, but I'm holding you to that!" | exclaimed, moving directly behind him. | took the head of my cock and 
teased his entrance. | held his hip so he couldn't back into me as he usually does when he's desperate. Mitch 
moaned in anticipation. | ploughed into him in one swift thrust and he howled as much from pleasure as from 
the sudden painful intrusion. Or | assume so because he immediately turned his head back for a kiss. | 
continued to kiss him as | slowly moved in and out. Mitch clenched and unclenched his tight ring of muscle 
around me, driving me nuts. The little shit was learning some tricks of his own. The warmth of him surrounded 
me and crept upwards. | released his hip and he began bucking into me with deep guttural moans. 


"Does it feel good Mitchie?" | asked. 


‘Oh yes," he moaned. | reached around and grabbed his cock and he shuddered. It jerked about of it own volition 


in my hand. It sent a shimmering finger of ecstasy up my own spine. | moaned and plunged in deeper. Mitch 


cried out. Sweat was dripping down his neck, down his back and mingled with my own 

"Is this the best fuck you've ever had bar none?" | asked 

"God yes," he moaned. | pumped faster. His legs started to give way so | gripped him around the waist. 

"Then there's no need to go anywhere else is there?" | asked. 

"No, never," he gasped. 

"Do you love me?" | whispered. 

"With all my heart and my cock and everything else," he cried 

"Then say it," | whispered, between gasps. 

"| love you Shane!" he exclaimed. | reached down and removed the cock ring just as exquisite pleasure over took 
me. We came at the same time. | flooded him as his muscles milked every last drop from me. He let out a loud 
yell, jerked into my hand and shot so hard that a stream of come appeared across the cushions of the couch 
a few feet away. He went limp in my arms, panting. | held him, kissing his neck and stroking his forehead until | 
was able to withdraw. 

| gently picked him up and set him down in an easy chair. | went to the kitchen and grabbed a couple of bottles 
of water and a damp dish towel. | handed him a bottle which he took silently and gratefully. | wiped the come 
off the sofa. "Next time, l'm pointing you away from the couch," | chuckled. Mitch looked over and smiled 
weakly. "And you could use another shower." 


"Yeah, when | can move again," he replied. 


"Allow me," | said. | picked him up and carried him up the stairs. "I've changed my mind. | think you need a 


bath." | flashed my famous Shane McClure smile. If | have my way, this night will be one for the record books. 


Another Game Of Concentration 


Toby 


Its really difficult to concentrate on the guy sucking your dick when all you're plotting ways to kill your 

drummer, but | managed somehow. It didn't help that | was pretty peeved at him as well. Spence may have a 
talented mouth but keeping it shut was apparently not one of those talents. | can't believe he was that stupid 
but | guess if he was a genius he wouldn't be sucking dick for a living. | had half a mind to kick him out but | 


was going to have to pay him anyway so | was damn well going to get off. 


Todd has some fucking nerve though, showing up here unannounced. They all know how | am. | don't like people 
just showing up. You wait for a fucking invitation damn it. Not that | had had any intention of inviting Todd 
over. | wasn't in the mood to talk to any of them. Its not that | don't like Todd, | do. He's generally good 
natured even if he's immature. Get him and Mitch in the same room and there's bound to be mischief. Water 
balloons dropped out a four story window at the Paris Hilton comes to mind. | put up with all the pot smoking 
because it's never been a real problem. He's discrete enough not to get caught. It can be annoying if you're 
trying to have a conversation with him after a show but he was a fantastic drummer despite what | said to 
him, and he was always professional on stage and in the studio. He's just not the sort of person I'd hang out 
with. We have nothing in common. 


"Is it okay?" Spence asked. | looked down at him. He looked up at me expectantly. 
"Fine, you're doing fine. Keep going," | reply. 


In fact, outside of recording and performing, I've never paid Todd much mind. | never would have thought he 
had it in him to bully me that way. He's always shied away from confrontation but so does Kevin. | guess out 
of the two of them, Todd would have been the one | would have picked to do any dirty work. Kevin is too 
passive, the silent, moody, and shy one of the group. He'd rather just read a book. How such a book worm 
became a bassist and managed to become friends with Mitch is still beyond me. | don't think Mitch has cracked 


open a book since high school and even then it was on pain of death or my father's fist. 


| felt a slight shiver creeping up my spine and placed my hand on the top of Spence's head to encourage him 


to take me deeper. 


So Todd it was and if he hadn't caught me in such an awkward position | would have found it amusing. He really 
didn't know who he was tangling with. I'm not one you want to try to back against a wall. | doubt he'd tell 
anyone important. Not only is he not that spiteful but he wouldn't have the balls. Besides, it could hurt the 
entire band as much as me. Of course in this day and age, who knows? Hitting on a cop in the men's room 
actually helped George Michael's career, the twit. But who didn't already know he was gay? What could be 
more obvious? |, on the other hand am a different story. | only show the real me to people | can trust. No, I'm 


not really worried that Todd will out me. But he would sue and they might even win if they all got together. 


Spence slowed down His jaw must be tiring. | laughed in spite of myself. Spence looked up at me chagrined. "This 
isn't the time to stop sweetheart," | muttered sarcastically. He picked the pace back up. 


| really am not up to another drawn out lawsuit. It could also make settling things with Mitch all the more 
difficult. | can feel something brewing on the horizon with him. | know it's weird. Its not like were twins with 
some psychic connection but ever since we were kids I've gotten gut feelings. Like when he almost drowned 
when he was nine trying to swim across the river or when he crashed the car when he was sixteen. Days, 
sometimes weeks beforehand | would get a strange feeling, like there was a dark, sinister something just 
around the corner. I've been feeling that way for months. | keep expecting to get that call, the call I've been 


expecting for years. 
"Almost there baby. Keep going," | gasped. 


Well | stopped him from making a huge mistake with that girl. God, that would have been a mess. That just 
what he needed. For a philandering cheap bastard with no sense of responsibility, Mitch sure had a hankering 
for getting married and having kids. If he knew his first wife had had an abortion behind his back it would have 
killed him. He's a fertile son of a bitch. He wanted another kid so bad. The fact that she didn't want any was 
something she failed to mention to him before they got married. She waited until he kept bugging her. That 


was the nail in her coffin. 
"That's baby. Yeah, faster," | moaned. 


Mitch sure can pick them. The last one, she had two kids already and how old is she? And she couldn't take my 
check fast enough. Dollar signs in her eyes. She would have had a kid in no time. Two or three even and cleaned 
him out for good. You have a kid with someone and you are tied to them for life. She looked like she could 
become quite accustomed to living well. Mitch should be thankful that | saved him. But will he? Of course not. 
He'll just resent me as usual. He doesn't know how lucky he is. His taste in woman is lousy. Now his taste in 
menl can't believe Shane could sink so low. Mitch for Christ sake! Of course | should have known once Mitch 
discovered he had a prostate there would be know stopping him. Any revulsion he might have felt would be 
out the window once he had that kind of orgasm. He's a narrow minded prick but he's also a total sex fiend 
One night he screwed seven chicks, one right after another. | know because | was trying to sleep in the next 
room. He'd follow his prick off a cliff. | can't fault him with liking it. But why Shane? Why did it have to be 
Shane? Of all people! ShaneShaneShane. 


| felt it rise up through me, the tight twisting heat that mingled intense pleasure with regret. "Ah, fuck Shane!" 
| screamed as | flooded into Spence's mouth. After he left, | called Mike. | knew | would wake him but | figured 


that if | was going to give in it might as well be at least some what disconcerting to someone besides me. 


Splish, Splash, | Was Taking a Bath 


Mitch 

Hot water surrounded me and | found myself drifting. My cock hurt. My butt hurt. And | was so tired | 
couldn't move. | must be getting old. There was a time when | could fuck all day and all night on only a couple 
of hours sleep. Of course having access to an endless supply of choice pussy didn’t hurt. | love being a rock 
star but right now l'm dead tired. Maybe it just wears me out more not to come. | have to admit it felt great 
but | don't think | could stand that cock ring thing very often. Not if he drags it out like that! There were a 
couple of times there when | thought | was going to die but when | finally got to come it was fucking amazing. 
"Mitch! Don't fall asleep on me," Shane complained. 

"Huh?" | muttered. 

"You're in a bathtub for Christ sake. Don't fall asleep. You could drown" 


"That's coollike Jim Morrison," | smirked. Shane splashed me and a bunch of water went up my nose. | sat up, 


sputtering. "You're in here with me. You're going to let me drown?" | ask, coughing. 
"How is it that you can fall asleep with a beautiful creature soaping up your back?" Shane asked. 


| looked around. "Where is she?" | asked. Shane reached up and yanked my ear. "Ouch! Hey! | was kidding. Can't 
you take a joke?" 


"No," he replied harshly. He was so fucking touchy, especially when | mention a chick It's not like | can just stop 
liking chicks. I's a hard habit to break. I's what comes natural. It's sitting in a tub with a grown naked man 
that's strange to me. At least there aren't any rose petals. If he had done that | think | would have pissed 
myself. 

"Look, I'm here with you aren't |?" | asked, 


"But for how long?" he asked. 


"Jesus, not this again! I'm too fucking tired to go over this crap once again," | complained. "| just spent what 


felt like an eternity with a vise wrapped around my dick. | let you fuck me." 
"Let me?" Shane asked sarcastically. 
"You know what | mean!" 


"Do |?" 


"Come on Share! | told you | loved you. What more do you want? For me to tattoo Shane's! on my forehead?” | 


asked. 

"There's a thought," Shane laughed 

"Forget it!" 

"How about on your ass? Right about here," Shane replied, stroking my ass. 


"Don't you know when you get somebody's name tattooed on you is spells doom for any relationship?" | asked. | 
did love Shane but | wasn't about to walk around with a guy's name emblazoned on my ass. 


"And | was going to get Mitch tattooed onto my dick," Shane smiled "Do you really love me Mitch?" he asked in 


all seriousness. "Because you only say it when | ask you to’ 

"| dont say it much to anybody. That doesnt mean anything," | responded 
"Well everybody needs to hear it sometime," Shane replied 

‘How many times do | have to say it? Every hour or just daily?" | asked 


"| don't want you to say it all unless you want to," Shane said, the hurt seeping into his tone despite his 
efforts to conceal it. 


"Man, why do you get so worked up over this?" | asked. "They're just words. Any one can say them! Meaning 
them is completely different." | can't help but sigh. Not even Kristy liked to talk feelings and relationship crap 
this much. | don't like going into this stuff any way. When I'm this tired, it gets doubly annoying. | don't want to 
hurt him. | just don't know what more | can say. 

"Forget it," Shane muttered. 

"| always figured it was more important to show someone that you loved them. Do you really think I'd wear 
those stupid tight jeans and that ridiculous cowboy hat or wear that device from hell if | didn't love you?" | 
asked. 

"Wellyou wanted to get laid" 

"Yeah? Like | couldn't get you to fuck me any way!" 


"You little.don't be so cocksure pal," Shane laughed. 


"| love you, okay? So stop freaking out and being an asshole," | said. 


"Language! I'm going to have to wash your mouth out with soap!" Shane exclaimed, grabbing the bar and 


shoving it towards my mouth. 

"The hell you willl" | grabbed his wrist and shook his hand till he dropped the soap. | turned a bit and splashed 
him. "And you're one to talk! I've heard you swear plenty! And I've never heard someone talk so dirty except on 
a phone sex line," | grinned. 

"I have my talents.” 

“Shane, just remember, I'm not Toby, you know. I'm not a touchy feely kind of guy.” 


"Really?" Shane asked, sliding a hand around and gripping my already thoroughly traumatized dick 


"Hey, be gentle. He's been through a lot today," | complained. His touch sent a jolt of agonizing pleasure through 


me. 
"Did it really hurt?" Shane asked concerned. 


"Not that much, but next time you where it! You see what's its like to get fucked and not be allowed to 


come," | joked 


As soon as he stiffened, | realized | had said the wrong thing. | had completely forgotten all that shit he had 
told me when he was drunk. God, | feel like a total creep. But | can't say anything because | don't think he 
remembers that he told me. | don't want to make him feel worse than he already did. Besides what do you 
say? I'm sorry your uncle raped you. | wish | could hunt that fucker down and kill him. Make him hurt! If | 
knew his name and where he was, | fucking would, the bastard. There's got to be a special place in hell for the 


people that mess with kids. If there isn't there should be. 


| twisted around and looked at him. He smiled but a dark flicker in his eyes betrayed him. Shane's eyes were 
sad and | made them that way. Fuck. "Hey, | thought you were going to stroke my cock," | grinned. 


| though you said it hurt," Shane replied. 
"That didn't stop you downstairs," | gave him my leering sneer. Chick love it, so why not him. 
"You are incorrigible!" 


"So I've been told Now start stroking," | laughed. | doubted | had the energy to come again but if it would put 
him in a good mood, | didn't care if it fell off. 


"| have a better idea Let's go christen the bed, our bed" Shane leaned me forward a bit, stepped out of the 
tub and started to dry himself off. 


"What are we going to call it? The SS. Rough Rider?" | asked, leaning back against the tub. 


"Always with the jokes, Mitchie!" Shane giggled in spite of the stern look he was trying to give me. "Come on, 
out!" 


| stepped out and Shane started to dry me off. He paid special attention to my ass, running a terrycloth 
covered finger down the crack of my ass. Then he turned me around and gave me a kiss. It was a long slow 
kiss. | was never much for kissing before but Shane is a very good kisser. He does this thing with his tongue, a 
sort of slow tease that drives me crazy. You can feel right down to your toes. When his hand starts to gently 
stroke me, | find myself getting hard even though l'm dead tired. | reach down and start to rub him. | feel him 


swell beneath my slow and steady moving fingers. 


After a few moments, Shane breaks our kiss, takes me by the hand and leads me to the bedroom. There he 
lays me on the bed and stretches out on top of me. | part my legs and he nestles in between His fingers run 
through my hair as he kisses me again. Shane's other hand runs down my side and | shiver. | never thought 
any one could make me literally shiver with delight. | rub up against him, feeling his rock hard cock next to 
mine. | wrap my legs around his. The friction of our bodies makes my cock strain and ache once again. | want 


him in me. | rake my fingers down his back. 


Shane moves down, and starts sucking one of my ripples. His teeth tease it. Then he moves farther down, 
kissing practically every inch of me along the way. His kisses the head of my cock then licks it. His tongue runs 
down my length. He gave each ball a gentle kiss before sitting up and opening the drawer to the nightstand. | 
felt a slick finger run along the outside of my hole before gently slipping inside. It was soon joined by a second 
finger. | groaned. Shane circled his fingers around and | felt that tight tense pleasure | get when ever he's 
there. | bucked into them, pushing them deeper. If it weren't for this | never would have let him fuck me in 
the first place. When he did this, he owned me. | felt a slight pressure and pain | gasped as a third finger 


entered me. 


"Is that okay?" Shane asked. | moaned and nodded. | felt his mouth on my cock. Jesus, it was like having his cock 


in me and being sucked off at the same time. It was fucking heaven. | jerked into him mouth. 
"Stop," | gasped. "l'm gonna come. | don't think | could do it again. You gotta stop." 


Shane pulled his mouth away. "You're my little butt slut aren't you?" he asked, grinning. He removed his fingers 
and | felt suddenly very empty. | watched him as he put on a condom and lubed up his dick He climbed back 
between my legs and lifted them to his shoulders. | felt the head of his cock at my entrance. He slowly eased 
in and | clenched my muscles around him, glad to be filled again. | noticed that he likes when | do that. It weird 
how much | like being fucked. It used to be one of my biggest fears, being fucked by a guy, and here | am. Of 


course Shane's going nice and easy so | guess l'm not being fucked. I'm being made love to. 


| slide my legs down to just above his waist and reach up and pull his face down | kiss him. Our tongues meet 


and | feel dizzy with pleasure. | pull him closer, as close as he can get. | kiss his neck, lick behind his ear. When 


| do that, Shane shudders and starts to pump faster. So that's the spot. | flick my tongue back again and he 


moans. | keep it up as | slide my hand down to my own cock and begin to stroke it. 


‘Oh God baby, you are so beautiful. | love you," he cries, moving faster still. | buck up into him and feel a wave 
of heat. My hand moves faster to keep his pace. 


"Harder Shane," | pant. He plunges deeper and | writhe in ecstasy. My body jerks uncontrollably beneath him. | 
cry out his name. A paralyzing almost painful release overtakes me and | am temporarily unable to move. | can 
barely breathe as | feel myself spill over my hand that still has a tight grip on my dick. Shane shudders, 
groans and goes rigid. | can feel his cock throbbing and twitching within me. | start to breathe again and let go 
of myself. We lay there kissing for a few minutes before he finally pulls out. Shane gets up and returns with a 
box of tissues. | wipe myself clean and sit up, tossing it into the trash. | get under the covers and slide over 
to make room. | turn on my side and feel Shane wrap his arms around me, his left leg over mine. He's 


murmuring something in my ear. | can't hear it. | try to stay awake but | just can't. 


And God said 


Shane 


| wrapped myself around Mitch and nuzzled his neck. He smells like sex and | inhale it deeply, savoring his sent 
and what just transpired. | kiss the back of his neck and stroke his stomach. "Hey, | love you Cranky Pants," | 
whisper in his ear. All | hear is his steady breathing in response. "Did you hear me?" | ask, still whispering. 


Mitch sighed. | sat up. "Mitch?" 


He was dead to the world. | had really worn him out. | smiled at the thought. | snuggled back down and but my 
arms around him again. It's so nice to be pressed up against a warm body, to fall asleep and know he'll be next 
to me in the morning. That's the one thing | really missed. Don't get me wrong. There are still a lot of things | 
miss about Toby. Yes, he's a bitchy pain, but he was my bitchy pain and | was rarely on the receiving end. He's 
a complex guy, but underneath it all beats a loving heart even if its not very forgiving. He has a sharp wit 
and wicked sense of humor. He's probably one of the brightest people | know as well as being one of the most 
talented guitarists around. 


Funny, how | could fall in love with somebody like Mitch after being with Toby so long. They seem so different. 
Mitch is sobutch. It not that Toby is flamboyant exactly. But | think most people wonder just a bit about him. 
He's not a guy's guy. He's not going to sit down, chug a beer and tell a joke about pussy. Mitch has practically 
made a career of it. Toby likes that fact that there's a bit of ambiguity in regards to whom and what he is. | 
have no doubt that Mitch could suck my dick and then twenty minutes later be hemming and hawing that he's 
Hetero Man. They can both be litle shits. Toby likes to throw things. It's his way of saying "This is just to let 
you know I'm angry with you." Mitch just breaks things in an unfocused rage. Their delivery is different. Toby 
is catty and Mitch is brooding. The hot headed Dumocks, but they're both hot in bed so it works out. Dirty, 
dirty boys. | guess | just have a thing for guitar players. They do have skillful, long tapered fingers. | take 
Mitch's hand in mine and fall asleep. 


| awoke to the phone ringing. | wasn't supposed to be at the studio until ten | looked over at the clock. It read 
seven thirty. | peel myself off Mitch who remained sound asleep and answered the phone. "Hello? 

“Shane, it's Mike. You ready to start working?" he asked. 

"What?" 

"| got a call from Toby last night. He's ready to start on the next album," Mike replied happily. 

| sat there in stunned silence. Not in a thousand years did | really expect this call. | some how figured it would 
get settled in court. | counted on Toby holding out forever. | didn't think | would ever be faced with this 


situation. How the hell was this going to work? Me in the same room with Toby, writing songs and then going 
home where | live with his brother. Mitch and Toby in the same room when they're still suing each other, | 


don't think so. 

"So you ready to record?" Mike asked, a little less enthusiastically than before. 

"Well I'm sort of in the middle of something now Mike," | explained. "I'm working on a sound track for a friend." 
"I know. But how long before you finish off on this project?" he asked, 

"| don't know! don't want to rush it" 


"No one said you should but you've been working on it for sometime. | would think you'd be almost finished," 


Mike continued. 


‘lam, it's justwith everything that's happened, | don't think its a really good idea. You know Toby and | fought 


at Kevin and Todd's gig in San Francisco. Things between us are just not good," | said. 


"What you two boys do is nobody's business but your own. | never got in the middle of that and I've done my 
damnedest to keep your private life just that. But now it's interfering with business. You need to settle this, all 
three of you, at least for the time being." There was a slight edge to Mike's voice. Discussing this stuff stil 
made him uncomfortable. He was much more accustomed with dealing with a drunk and rambunctious Mitch 


then a quarrelling Shane and Toby. 
"Its not that simple," | replied. 


"Make it that simple," Mike demanded. "You were the last one | expected to have trouble with Shane. | could 
always count on you to be easy going and professional. | expect this from Toby. | know I'll get it from Mitch, 
but | thought | could count on you!" 


"And what about Mitch? Do you think he'll go along with this? He and Toby are suing each other for Christ 
sake. They'll be at each others throats!" | exclaimed. 


"That's being taken care of. Besides if Mitch won't do it, Toby can just record both guitar tracks just like he 
did when Mitch hurt his arm." 


| looked over at Mitch sleeping. The very idea of us recording without him would kill him. He was nearly in 
tears because we played two songs without him. In fact it's one of the few times I've seen him that near to 
openly crying. This could send him over the edge. "And what if we tour?" | asked. 


"We can always get someone else for the tour. But let's not get ahead of ourselves. | haven't even tracked 


Mitch down yet," Mike explained 


| didn't want to tell him that he was sleeping right next to me. It would only complicate matters further and | 
didn't want Mike knowing about Mitch and me, at least not just yet. Besides, if | could talk to Mitch first, it 


might be easier to get him to agree to do it. | was thinking he really needed to do it. "| won't record without 
Mitch," | said. 


"Oh Christ! You were always trying to get rid of him and now you won't record without him," Mike complained. 
"| wasn't always trying to get rid of him!" 

"You aren't just trying to get out of it Shane?" Mike asked. He paused then spoke again, "There's a contract 
you know. | don't like to make threats so | won't. But | will warn you. The label is getting pretty peeved and 
they'll take action if necessary." 

| sighed. "Alright, but | have to finish what l'm doing first" 

"Fine. Honestly now, how long is it going to take?" Mike asked. 

"About a month," | answered. 

"Great! I'll be in touch Shane." 

| hung up the phone. | leaned down, kissed Mitch's cheek. | wish he wasn't such a devil to wake up. | wanted to 
talk to him before Mike did, but | needed him in a good mood. | contemplated leaving it till | got back home but | 
was sure Mike would have talked to him by then 

"Mitch, wake up." | gave him a shake. He moaned and moved farther across the bed. "Mitchie! Come on, wakey 
wakey!" Mitch just buried his face deeper in the pillow. | started to reach around and twist a nipple but he 
grabbed my hand. 

"Don't even think about it fucker!" he growled sleepily. 

"Good, you're awake." 

He rolled over and stared at me with still drowsy eyes. "Unfortunately.thanks to you!" 

"We need to talk” 

"Ah fuck!" he groaned. "It's too fucking early! | couldn't have done anything wrong yet!" 

"| didn't say you did. You want some coffee?" | asked. 


"I want to go back to sleep!" he complained. 


"Later!" 


"| love you okay! That should fill my quota for at least another two hours. Let me sleep!" he whined, pulling the 


pillow over his head 


"That's not what | wanted to talk about!" | said. There was more than one way to go about this. | slid my hand 


under the covers and started to stroke his cock. It was already semi-hard since he just woke up. 

"That's not fair," a muffled cry escaped from under the pillow. 

“All's fair in love and war," | chirped, pulling back the covers and descending on his cock. It wasn't long before 
the pillow got tossed aside and | felt his hand on the back of my head. Mitch groaned and bucked into my 
mouth, shuddered and came. | swallowed and smiled at my quick shooter. 

"Okay, I'm awake,” Mitch grinned. 

| see that," | grinned back. "Now that | have your full attention, | 

Mitch's cell phone began to ring. "Hold on," he said, crawling out of bed. 

"Wait, Mitch." 


Mitch grabbed his phone. "Hello? Oh, it's you. What do you want?" 


| watched Mitch for some indication of who he was talking to. It could be Mike but he used that snotty tone 
with a lot of people. He used to use it with me quite frequently. 


"You've got to be fucking kidding! Well you can tell Toby to go fuck himself!" Mitch shouted. It was definitely 
Mike. | was too late damn it. | just hoped Mitch didn't completely fuck it up and close that door for good. "No, | 
won't think about it.Oh well isn't that just swell. He'll let me put a couple of songs.You know what, you can fuck 
off and die Mike!" Mitch threw the phone down and grabbed his pants. 

"Mitch, you should at least think about it," | said. 

"So you knew about this?" he asked angrily. 

"That's what | was trying to tell you," | explained. 

| can't believe that Son of a Bitch! Toby decides it's time to record so we're just supposed to scurry around 
to please him. Like nobody has a say but him," Mitch snarled, looking for a t-shirt and realizing everything was 
in the quest house. 


"Maybe he's trying to make up. Maybe it's a gesture," | said. 


"A gesture?" Mitch snickered, "I'll give you a gesture!" He flipped me off and stormed out of the room. | quickly 


put on a pair of sweat pants and followed. 
"Mitch won't you at least consider it?" | asked, running to catch up. He was half way to the guest house. 
"No! | can't believe you are!" he cried, 


"What's one more album? Then everything is settled We still owe one more. Besides, what else do you have to 


do?" | asked. 
Mitch looked up at me and glared. "Fuck you McClure!" 


"Mitch, don't be this way! All I'm saying is that you should be playing again and its the perfect opportunity,” | 


explained. 

"It is not the perfect opportunity!" Mitch snapped. He opened a drawer and pulled on a black t-shirt. 
"You are doing just what he wants you know," | said. 

"Right!" 


"Toby knows you won't do it. This way he can make it all your fault! Then the label will go after you instead of 
him. He's manipulating you Mitch. I've watched him do it for years," | explained. Mitch looked over at me and 
considered what | said. | could see doubt playing in his eyes. "You are playing right into his hands. If you really 
wanted to fuck him over Mitch, you would do what he least expected and agree to record. That would really 
piss him off" 


"| don't know," Mitch muttered. 


"I do," | replied. Okay, it wasn't completely true. | don't have a clue what Toby is up to. He may be trying to 
manipulate Mitch. | have seen him do it countless times. It's often the only way to get things done, but given 
what Mike said about recording without Mitch, | doubted it. Toby was probably just bored and wanted to get 
back to doing what he did best, being the center of attention What | did know was that Mitch desperately 
needed to be working again before he self-destructs. His bruised ego needed a confidence boost. Once we got 


into the studio, he'd be happy again 
"He'll just make us both miserable," Mitch sighed. 


| took Mitch in my arms and gave him a kiss. "Not if we don't let him." 


Let the Games Begin 


Toby 


| got to the studio early. | wanted to be the first one there, get settled in before the chaos ensued. | knew this 
was going to be anything but fun and | was ready to do battle. | haven't spoken to Shane since San Francisco. | 
heard he was doing something on a movie but | really didn't bother to find out. | don't care what he's been 
doing. | hope he's doing lousy. | hope he's a fucking mess and has gained fifty pounds. | hope he still has those 
fucking headaches. | hope he's miserable, at least twice as miserable as I've been. | hope he falls to his knees 
and begs for forgiveness so | can refuse, but | know he won't. He's a coward. Just thinking about seeing him 
walk through the door is making me a nervous wreck. | can barely hold my hands steady enough to tune my 


guitar. | just want to get this over with. 


And then there's Mitch. He'll be late, he always is. Probably by hours just to be a bastard but there's lots 
that can be done with out him. | wish to God | had never joined a band with my brother in it. It would have 
spared me a lot of grief over the years. We finally settled the thing but not until | agreed to give him most of 
it back. So at the very least | hope this album does extremely well. Otherwise it will have really cost me. | 
wonder what kind of condition Mitch is even in since he's done nothing but rehab and partying for over a year. 
He probably hasn't touched a guitar in just as long too. Well whatever state he's in he better come prepared 
to work or he can pack up. I'm not taking any crap this time. | don't care that he's my brother and | don't care 
what the label has to say about it. If I'm going to do this last album its going to be the best Black Fulcrum 
Brotherhood release ever. I'm not going out at the bottom. | don't want my band to be remembered with a 


resounding whimper. 

| stepped into the hall and was about to open the door to the restroom when the door swung open, revealing a 
hulking figure of a man | met the gaze of the cool pale blue eyes and frowned. "What the hell are you doing 
here?" | asked angrily. 


"Mike asked me to be here to keep things on an even keel so to speak," Paul replied. "I guess he anticipates 


trouble." 


"If Mike wants trouble, he'll get it by hiring you. | sure Mitch will be delighted to see you," | answered. "Now 


kindly move." 
"No need to be so rude Toby." 


"Ultimately it's my name at the bottom of your check, regardless of who hired you so that's Mr. Dunnock to 


you," | sneered. 
"Why so nasty? Haven't been fucked lately?" 


"How dare you speak to me in such a manner! I'll have your ass fired,” | snapped. 


"That's what | thought" Paul laughed. He stepped past me. "Well go on, before you wet yourself," he said, 
gesturing towards the bathroom. 


I'm not finished with you," | remarked. 

| hope not," he smiled walking away. 

"Wait!" 

‘Im going to get coffee,” he said continuing down the hall waving, the bastard. 

When | returned from the bathroom, Kevin and Todd had arrived and where fiddling with their gear. "There's 
the man," said Todd, doing a drum roll. | snorted "Aw Toby, now don't pretend that you're still mad at me. You 
love me. You know it. I'm irresistible, like a doughnut from Krispy Kreme." 

‘Ive never eaten a Krispy Kreme doughnut in my life," | replied. 

"Well that's really sad," Todd laughed 

"All that junk food is going to catch up to you one of these days," | said. 

"Not if | keep up with my daily workout,” Todd responded, patting his stomach. 

"Oh? What's her name?" Kevin asked. 


"Brandi," Todd grinned. 


"I hope Mitch isn't late. | want to get out of here at a reasonable hour. I'm going to the Playboy Mansion 
tonight," Kevin said. 


"Aw man! Take mel" Todd cried. 

"Fuck no!" 

I'd take you," Todd argued. 

"You have to be invited," Kevin said. 

"Will you two stop arguing about the Playboy Mansion? Who gives a crap?" | asked. 


"Guys who like pussy," Todd laughed. "You have your diversions, | have mine.” 


"What about pussy?" Mitch asked, walking through the door. He looked surprisingly well. He was tan, had put on 


a little weight, and was missing his usual dogged hang over expression. And he was on time. 
‘Im going to the Playboy Mansion tonight," answered Kevin 

"Really?" Mitch asked, his eyes lighting up at the thought. 

"Want to go?" Kevin asked. 

"You'll take Mitch and not me?" Todd cried. 

"Mitch will make me look better," Kevin replied. "So what do you say Mitch?" 

"| don't know," Mitch answered, looking over his shoulder. "Maybe." 


"Maybe?" | scoffed. "What's the matter Mitchie? Did you find God in the last few months or did your prick fall 
off?" 


Mitch looked over at me and glared. "There it is," he sneered "That annoying ringing | get in my ears whenever 
we're in the studio. Do you have that problem Kevin?" 


"Sometimes," Kevin laughed. 

"How about you Todd?" Mitch asks. 

"| plead the fifth. I'm already in hot water with you know who," Todd said. "Hey, there's Shane!" 

| looked over at the door. He looked better than ever, the bastard. He wore what | call Shane's fat, happy cat 
expression. It's a look of contentment with just a slight smile. He was obviously getting a lot and was quite 
pleased with himself. 

"You're late," | snapped. 

"I'm sorry. It happens," Shane said, not even looking at me. 

"Yeah, well if you don't make out of here in time for you and Mitch to go for your free for all at the Playboy 
Mansion, you can blame Shane, Kevin," | said Shane shot a look at Mitch, who was adjusting the strap of his 
guitar. 

"I said maybe. Nothing's definite," Mitch said, meeting Shane's gaze. He shrugged his shoulders and started 


playing some random riff. Shane gave him a wink They were still fucking! That's why Mitch looked so well fed 


and Shane so well fucked. 


"| guess we should get started then. | wouldn't want you to miss Hefner and the Bunnies Kevin," Shane smiled. 


He turned to me, still smiling. "So Toby, what do you got?" 

"What?" | snapped. 

"Songs? That's why we're here, right? What new songs do you have?" he asked. 

"Oh," | replied. | was beginning to think that it was actually me and not my mother that died last year. | had 
descended into some kind of hell. It was a place where | had to stand by and be tortured by the ones | loved 
and trusted most in life. If | wasn't dead yet | would most certainly wish to be by the end of this album. | 
opened my case and grabbed the sheet music and lyric sheets and tossed them down, 


"What's wrong?" Shane asked, picking them up. 


"What could possibly be wrong Shane?" | asked. | picked up my guitar and started to play. It was the one safe 
place | had left. 


Hiss! Bam! Boom! 


Mitch 


Man, | so want to gol It's the Playboy Mansion for Christ sake! This sucks, here | have a chance to view some 
of the hottest titties in all of the free world and I'm not going. Well it's not like | haven't been before. I've 
actually been there a couple of times but it's not exactly a place you tire of. Does a kid get tired of 
Disneyland? Hell no! But | could tell by Shane's expression that | wouldn't get to go. Damn Toby and his big dick 
sucking mouth! Fucker! If he hadn't of said anything | could have told Shane | was playing cards again or 
something! It's not a whore house for crying out loud You primarily just look, drink, look and hope. There's no 


harm in looking. 


| would just look. | can't help liking chicks. They're nice to look at. They're pretty nice to touch too. All soft, 
warm and curvy. And they smell nice too. | miss them. It has nothing to do with Shane. That's what he doesn't 
get. . He just can't understand that it's like two different things, like apples and oranges. More like crab apples 
and melons really. See he wouldn't think thats funny. He thinks that if | so much as look at a chick that I'm 
losing interest. That's not it. Sometimes | feel like drinking beer sometimes | feel like drinking whiskey. Just 
because one night | have beer doesn't mean | don't still like whiskey. Of course | haven't gotten any whiskey 
lately. The closest I've gotten is a picture on the internet. He caught me checking out a beaver shot and had a 
fit! What's the point of even having a computer if you're not going to look at porn? 


"What could possibly be wrong Shane?" Toby asked. | looked up. Man, Toby looked like crap. He looked all pinched 
and angry. He almost looked old. He reminded me of my dad. Toby closed his eyes and started to play. God | 
hated that he could play better than me. | was good but he was better. 

"Well then, which song do you want to go over first?" Shane asked. 

“Betrayal. | think that would be a good place to start. What do you think Mitch?" Toby asked, still playing. 
Fuck! He was doing this on purpose. What was | supposed to say with everyone standing there? Did he think | 
was so stupid that | didn't get it? | knew this was a mistake. Damn Shane for convincing me to do this! "I don't 


give a fuck," | said. 


Toby, eyes still closed, laughed. "Hmm. No, you don't, do you? How about you Shane? Do you give a fuck?" Toby 
asked. 


"Of course | do Toby," Shane said in a low voice. 
"| never would have guessed that," Toby said. 


| heard the door open and turned to look. There stood Mike, and next to him, the big giant dickhead ex-cop goon 
from the tour. Fuck me! As if things weren't bad enough. "Hey guys! How are things going?" Mike asked 


cheerily. 

Mike is such a dufus. How that complete goober ended up in the music industry is beyond me. Pissing him off 
has provided me with hours of amusement. | once vomited in his girlfriend's Lois Vuitton purse. It cost me a 
small fortune but the look on his face was priceless. | can't believe he managed to marry a porn star. He must 
be equipped with the shlong of God because he's short, dumpy and balding. 

"Things are going just splendid Mike!" Toby replied sarcastically. 

"So you guys all remember Paul?" Mike asked. "He's here to help out. Help things run smoothly.” 

Toby opened his eyes and scowled at Mike. "You know | don't allow outsiders in when we're working." 

"Paul's not an outsider. | hired him to help, Toby," Mike explained. | was with Toby on this one. For one thing, | 
hate cops for obvious reasons, and once a cop, always a cop. Two, I'm just not spending the next half a year or 


so with Mr. Creepy standing over my shoulder again 


'| didn't agree to this. Who you hire is your business. He can wait in the hall for all | care, but he's not going 


to be in herel" Toby shouted 

"Well, we're off to a great start," Todd sighed 

"Look Toby," Mike started to say but Toby cut him off 
"| said nol 

"Toby, a word," Mike replied sternly. 


"As you wish," Toby said. He rested the guitar on its stand and followed Mike out the door. Paul just rocked 
back and forth on his heels and smiled. What a weerie! 


"Five hundred on Paul's going! Any takers?" | asked 

"A thousand says he stays," Todd said, laughing, 

"Mitch!" Shane snarled 

"What?" | asked 

"That's not appropriate," he whispered, motioning towards Paul 


"IFs just a friendly bet," | laughed. 


| don't mind," Paul said. "| don't take it personally." 

"See Shane, Paul doesn't mind," | said. "So Toad, a thousand you say?" 

"Yep!" 

"You're on! Shake on it!" | said. Todd and | shook on it. "You're such a loser Toady! Toby always gets his way!" 
‘Not always, does he Mitch? How about five thousand says | stay?" Paul asked. | looked at him, surprised. 
"You serious?" | asked. 

‘Im always serious about money," Paul replied. 

"Alright. Five thousand! Deal?" | asked, offering my hand. We shook on it. 

"Mitch!" 

"Shane!" | responded in the same indignant voice. 


Shane stepped forward and whispered in my ear. "One of these days you're going to get your ass in a lot of 


trouble with these bets." 
"They already have. You should know. You're the source of all my ass troubles," | whispered back. Shane giggled. 


"You're in for it tonight, Cranky Pants," he whispered back. | think we stood too close for too long because | 
could see Todd watching us out of the corner of my eye. 


"Alright McClure! | heard you the first time," | said, stepping back. 
"What?" he asked. | rolled my eyes towards Todd. "Oh..yeah, well fuck you too Dunnockl!” 


| turned away and bit my lip to keep from laughing. | think thats the dumbest shit | have ever heard him say. 
He sounded ridiculous. Shane never called me Dunnock. Even when we were practically killing each other. | felt 
my cell phone vibrate. | fished it out and checked the number. A. Cardosa, it was Ana. Shane looked over, trying 
to get a look at the caller ID. Thank God | was smart enough to have her list her number under just A 
Cardosa. | have to take her calls. What if something was wrong with the baby? 


Ana had finally called me after | had been at Shane's about a month. Luckily, he wasn't around and | could go 
see her. | thought about trying to explain it to him but | knew he wouldn't get it. | have a responsibility to her, 
to those kids, and the one on the way. They are just as important to me as he is. And when my kid is born, 


well he or she will be more important than either one of them. I'm not going to screw it up this time. 


"lIl be right back," | said. | stepped out into the hall and answered the phone. "Hey, what's up?" 
"You were supposed to come by last night. Where were you?" Ana whined. 


| had tried to get away but | couldn't. Shane wanted me to see the rough cut of the movie with his score and 
| couldn't very well say no. | had already been gone three nights this week and he was starting to get weird 
about it. | can only go play poker and drink too much to drive so many times. And it gets complicated because | 


have to pretend | need cigarettes and go down the street to call him so she doesn't get suspicious. 
"I tried honey. | couldn't get away. | was working," | said. 
“All night?" 


"Most of it, yes," | lied. "That's the way it works in music. By the time we finished, | was too tired to drive 
such a long way." That much was the truth. | really have to get my own place. This racing back and forth is 
killing me. Now that | had my money back, | could afford to keep up with the payments on Ana's house and 


have one of my own | could get a place half way between Shane's and Ana's. 
"You were with a woman" she cried. 
‘| was most definitely not with a woman," | replied. 


That's another reason why | have to have my own place. She's so suspicious. Worse, she sharp too. | can't 
have Ana finding out about Shane either. If she knew, she'd freak. She'd think | was a fag or something. It's not 
like | really am. I'm not like Toby. But she wouldn't get it either. If she found out, there's a good chance I'd 
never see my kid. The thing is every time | mention it Shane gets upset with me. | don't see what a big deal is. 
Toby and he never technically lived together. They each had their own place. Yeah, Shane was rarely at his own 
house but he still had one. Its even more important that | have one. Not just because of Ana. It would look a 
little funny, me having the same address as him and now that we're recording it's really important that things 
look normal. First there's Todd and Kevin | don't want them knowing that shit about me. | told them that Toby 
had just freaked out at our mom's funeral and had imagined things. | think they bought it. But if I'm all 
chummy with Shane and living with him everyone's going to know. Then there's Toby. He's already got his 
panties in a bunch and is going to be a total dick. If he thinks Shane and | are still messing around, he'll make 


my life fucking miserable. 
"Some husband," Ana cried. 


"Hey, that's not fair. You kicked me out, remember?" | asked. It's not like I'm really cheating on either one of 
them. Yes, I'm technically still married to Ana. But | haven't touched her. Not that she'd let me even if | 
wanted to. And she basically kicked me out so | figure I'm free to do what | want as far as getting some. It's 
none of her business, not any more. And since l'm not sleeping with Ana, | haven't broken any promise to 
Shane. Yes, | go see her a few times a week, but that's just to make sure everything is okay. | give her some 
money, help her paint the living room, crap like that. Ana doesn’t ask for much. Its the least | can do. 


"Well, can you come now?" She asked. 
"| can't now. I'm working," | sighed. 


"Mitch, are you lying to me? ‘Cause if you are lying to me, Our Lady of Guadalupe protects expectant mothers. 
She'll get you," she warned. Aw, not that crap again. 


‘lm not lying. I'm at work and | have to go," | replied. 
"Will you come tonight? | needed help putting together the crib." 


"IIl try. Really. | have to go." | hung up before should could guilt me any more. | turned the phone off just in 


case she tried to call again. | turned around and came face to face with the goon, Paul. 


"Mitch," he said, shaking his head. "When are you going to learn? If you play with fire you are going to get 


burned" 

"Who asked you? It's none of your fucking business. And you better keep your mouth shut!" | growled. 

"Why would | bother?" Paul asked. 

We heard a loud thump and turned. The door flung open and Toby stormed out and down the hall. Mike ran 
after him. "Toby!" Toby just ignored him, slamming through the front doors and out into the parking lot, with 
Mike and Paul in pursuit. | had to grin. Nice to see it happening to someone else for a change, especially if it's 


Toby. 


| walked back into the studio. "What was that all about?" | asked. Shane looked grim. Todd and Kevin just looked 


down. "Well?" 


"The label isn't letting Toby produce the album. They're bringing in somebody else," Kevin said. | was stunned. 
Toby had produced every album but the first two. 


"Holy shit," | laughed. 


"This isn't fucking funny Mitch!" Shane snapped. "You know how much this means to Toby! Do you really think 


somebody else could do better?" 
"Why are you yelling at me? | didn't have anything to do with it! | shouted. 
"Just show some consideration!" Shane shouted back. 


"Why should 1? He was the one that's been making my life miserable for the last year!" | yelled. 


"Because he still fucking matters! Because | still fucking love him, that's why!" Shane cried. 


Fuck! How could | not have seen this coming? 


"Is this a bad time to mention that you owe me a thousand dollars?" Todd asked, nodding towards the door, 
where Paul and Toby stood. Toby! don't think | had seen such a look of complete happiness on any ones before. 


"| don't owe you shit! | said Toby would get his way and it looks like he just did," | sneered. 


Death by Stradocaster 


Shane 


"Because | still fucking love him." A rather crude sentence that hung before me like the phantom dagger in 
Macbeth’. | regretted it the minute | said it, not that it wasn't true. Toby did matter. | cared how he felt and | 
couldn't stand seeing him so miserable. | better than anyone knew how much producing our albums meant to 
him. For him, it was the most important part. It was assurance that his songs would be presented in just the 
way he heard them in his head when he wrote them. He agonized over every detail and he did a damn good job. 
To take this away from him wasn't fair. | understood that they were concerned because we weren't all getting 
along and they wanted somebody objective who could maintain some control but we had never worked that way 
before. Why start now? And there certainly had to be a better way to go about it then waiting till the day we 


start. It was underhanded. 


| also love Toby very much. | can't just stop loving a person who occupied such a large part of my life for so 
long. But | could tell by the look on his face that he misunderstood what | meant. Yes, | love him but | don't 
want to be with him. Being with him was too much work. In the last few months | realized just how exhausting 
it was being with him constantly, day in and day out. He just needs much more than | can possibly give, more 
than anyone could give really. | think that's why the thing with Mitch happened in the first place. | needed to 
pull away but | couldn't face it. | made it happen so Toby would make the decision for me. Now there was hope 
in Toby's eyes and | had put it there. It was killing me, because | knew | had to wrench it all away. 


Then there was Mitch, who elicited the comment in the first place. Sometimes | just want to shake him, he 
frustrates me so. | know for a fact he doesn't hate Toby even a fraction of what he professes. He would die 
for Toby if need be. | also know that if | weren't currently in the picture they would already be back to their 
clingy, co-dependent selves, bickering, stoking each others fires and defending each other to the death. So why 
do they each try to kick each other when they're down? | could tell he too misunderstood what | had meant. 
His disbelieving hurt look quickly clouded over to the cold hard stare that | saw that first night when he was 
out on the balcony of the hotel. 


"| don't owe you shit! | said Toby would get his way and it looks like he just did," Mitch sneered. 


"Mitch! Come on," | said. | could see where it was going. | wish | could explain to him but everyone was there. 
Toby was there. | knew anything | said would just cause somebody hurt. 


"Finel I'll give Todd his fucking thousand just so you'll shut the fuck up McClure," Mitch replied icily. There it 
was. This time it was no rouse. It wasn't even the irritated or backed into a corner McClure’ but the | hate 


your guts McClure’. | hadn't heard it in so long | had forgotten how ugly it sounds. 


"He's just a sore loser Shane," Toby said, smirking a bit. Back to having the upper hand, Toby was delighted to 
see the return of the old Mitch. 


"Yeah, that's it! l'm a sore fucking loser Toby!" Mitch laughed. "So are we going to just listen to you two 
faggots profess your love for each other or are we going to play?" Mitch asked. 


"See Shane!" Toby cried. "You could ride him into the sunset with him moaning with delight the whole way but 
we're still the faggots and he's a real man! What a joke!" 


Mitch picked up his guitar and ran across the room, swinging it. It landed about three inches from Toby's head, 
split and cracked in two. He had to be in an extreme rage since it was one of his favorites, second only to the 


Gibson. Paul went to grab him but he darted away. Mitch wasn't drunk and a lot quicker than Paul anticipated. 


"Don't you ever, ever fucking touch mel" Mitch shouted. "Or I'll fucking kill you. You don't have to weigh 260 to 
pull a trigger, you prick!" 


"Mitch you need to calm down," Paul said in an even voice. 

"Yeah right, this is about as calm as I'll ever get," Mitch replied, backing out the door. 

"Mitch please!" | pled, starting to go after him. But Toby stopped me. 

"We don't need him Shane!" he said, holding on to my arm. 

"Yeah, you don't need me," Mitch called out as he thundered down the hall. Paul went after him. 

"God damn you Toby! Why did you have to provoke him?" | shouted. 

| nearly got bludgeoned to death with a Fender Stratocaster! I'm the one that should be upset," Toby replied. 
"Well if you have to go Toby that's the perfect way for a guitarist,” quipped Todd. 

"Stay out of this!" Toby snapped. "Shane, Mitch is." 


"Is hurting badly," | interrupted. "| meant what | said Toby. | do love you, but not like that, not any more. So 


you can wipe that smug look off your face!" 

"Oh we don't need Paul here," chuckled Kevin 

"No, not al all" added Todd. "Smoke Kev?" 

"Sure thing," replied Kevin. They stepped out, leaving Toby and me alone. 

"Toby, | don't want to hurt you. The last thing | ever wanted to do was hurt you. But you have fo let it go. 


You and Mitch both need to let it go. He needs to learn to control his rages and you have to stop provoking 
him," | said. Toby had an expression | couldn't quite read. He was upset but not as upset as he should be. 


"Don't provoke Mitch. That sounds like something | used to say," he responded. 

"Nobody provokes Mitch quite like you, Toby. And you know it," | said. 

"How about you? Do | provoke you?" he asked softly. He reached up and pulled my head down and kissed me. 
The familiar taste of cinnamon, the sent of his cologne, the light, knowing trace of his finger behind my ear, | 
stopped myself just in time and pulled away. 


"No Toby! | told you, it'sit's over," | sputtered. 


"He'll never be enough for you Shane! He may very well be a hot little fuck, but at the end of the day you 


always need more. You're a romantic and you need to be loved. He will never love you," Toby whispered. 
"That's not true!" 

"Oh I'm sure he might have even brought himself to say it. He's obviously having fun. Can you imagine what 
would happen if all straight men found out they had prostates? But you're no different than the women he's 
strung along. He's only loved one other person besides himself and that's his daughter's mother. He's obsessed 
with the idea of being a father. Do you really think he'll give that up for you? Or his precious male bravado?" 
Toby asked 

"He already has," | replied. 

"Yeah, | could see it today. Especially when he called us faggots!" 


"You embarrassed him! People don't change over night. It takes time!" | said. 


"Wake up Shane! Call me when you snap out of your little straight boy fantasy." Toby moved past me and 
picked up his guitar. | went in search of Mitch. 


Hy's in His Kiss 


| don't care what Shane says. He is still in love with me. How's that old song go? "It's in his kiss." That's how | 
know, it was in his kiss. He responded. That hushed sigh, his weight shifting forward onto his right foot, the 
soft give of his mouth, all the telltale signs were there. | felt it and in the heat of the moment, he said what 
he felt. He tried to backtrack, say that's not how he meant it but I've known Shane a long time. He's great with 
dealing with other people's emotions but when it comes to his own, he's a basket case. He's totally in the dark. 
He's as confused as Mitch. He has no idea who he is or what he feels. But one thing remains certain. He's still 
in love with me. He just needs to get this Mitch business out of his system. | can live with that. | can wait. 
Mitch is bound to screw it up some how. I've known Mitch a long time too. He's about as monogamous as a 
tomcat. He won't be able to help himself. Just mention the Playboy Mansion and his eyes light up like a kid in a 
candy store. It's just a matter of time. And when the world comes crashing down on Mr. McClure, Toby will be 


waiting with open arms. 

In the mean time I'll amuse myself with their foolishness. When | stop and think about it, it's fucking hilarious. 
All Jerry Springer my brother took my man crap aside; Mitch with a guy is absurd Its really funny but 
totally absurd. That boy was born to chase tail and not of the male variety. His obsession with breasts goes 
beyond vulgar. By the time he was twelve his favorite word was titties followed close behind by pussy. | 
remember being confused by how he could use it as an insult, calling his friend a pussy like it was the nastiest 
thing on earth then turn around and talk about Michelle Well's pussy with great reverence. One day we were in 
the garage watching our dad fix a car and | asked Mitch why he called Spence a pussy. 

“Because he is one," Mitch replied. 

"So being a pussy is a bad thing?" | asked. 

"Yes, now shut up," Mitch whispered, watching my father's boots, the only part of him not under the car, for 
some indication that he was listening. We could be in the garage only if we didn’t talk but | rarely followed that 


rule. 

"So it's a cuss word?" | asked. 

"More like an insult," Mitch explained. "When somebody's chicken, he's a pussy, see?" 
"Then why is Michelle Well's being a pussy such a great thing?" | asked. 


"Ssshh!" Mitch hissed. He stole another glance at my father's feet. "It's not like that," he whispered. "Being a 
pussy is a bad thing. Having a pussy is a good thing, see?" 


"So are you saying it's good or bad?" | asked. 


"Duh, Toby! Just figure it out on your own!" Mitch griped. He picked up a ratchet and started spinning it with 
his fingers. 


"Stop playing with my tools Mitch or I'll break your fingers," my dad growled from under the car. Mitch 
dropped the ratchet back into the box and glared at me. 


"| don't think Michelle's pussy is such a great thing," | said, glaring back. 
"How would you know? You've never seen it!" Mitch shot back. 
"Neither have you!" | argued. 


"You don't even know what a pussy is," Mitch sneered, giving me a shove. | fell back against the car, knocking 


over a can of oil. 


"God damn it!" Dad bellowed from beneath the car. Mitch and | both froze, looking at each other. My father 


emerged from under the car, frowning down at the two of us. 
"He did it!" Mitch cried, pointing a finger at me. 


"You pushed mel!" | said in my defense, trying to keep my lower lip from trembling. | would get it worse if | 


cried. 


"Well whose fault was it?" Dad asked, his cold eyes boring into me. | couldn't help myself. A fat tear began to 


slide down my cheek. "I'm waiting!" 
Mitch stole a glance at me, sighed, and inched closer. "| pushed him. It was my fault," he whispered. 


Dad yanked Mitch over by his arm, pushed him down, rubbing his face in the pooling motor oil. "Then fucking 
clean it up!" Dad yelled. He pulled Mitch up and shoved a rag at him. 


| have to hand it to Mitch. If it had been me, | would have been bawling, even at twelve. He just wordlessly 
mopped up the mess as if he weren't smeared with oil and totally humiliated. He had learned not to cry a long 


time ago. 


"This is what happens when little boys start talking about pussy. They make messes," My father said, before 
sticking a wad of chew under his lower lip. He went over to a drawer and opened it. "Come here," he said, 


gesturing to me. 


| took a few tentative steps forward. He pulled out a magazine. My eyes widened in surprise. There was a naked 
woman sprawled on the cover, her legs gaping wide. My dad slowly flipped through the pages, stopping at the 
center. Mitch dropped the rag in the trash, and scurried over to have a look. Peering over my dad's arm, the 


corners of his mouth twitched, but it was his eyes that were smiling. In awe, Mitch reached an oily finger 


over to touch the page. My father jerked the magazine away. 


"Don't touch it! Your hands are dirty!" my father snapped. Dad looked over at me. "You're going to have to get 
closer than that Toby. They don't bite," he laughed. | moved closer and looked. There was a big breasted blonde 
with one hand on her breast, the other exposing what rested between her legs. It looked marred and mangled 
to me. "That's a pussy,’ my father explained. "No teeth, see?" Mitch and my dad laughed. My dad looked over 
at Mitch. "Christ! Go clean yourself off before your mother sees you! You too Toby. | have shit to do," my 
dad said. 


For the next week, every day after school Mitch locked himself up in his room with that magazine. He showed 
little interest in anything else besides baseball. He eventually added music, liquor and gambling to that list but 
the pursuit of pussy has always occupied his time. This is just a slight detour. It's probably his way of dealing 
with my mother's death. He was mad at me at the time and it wasn't like my father would be of any help. 
Mitch isn't the therapy type. He certainly wouldn't show that he has anything resembling a sensitive side to 
Kevin or Todd. So he latched on to Shane, who managed to get him in the sack. As soon as Mitch catches the 
sent of some girl, he'll be off. | just need to find a suitable candidate. 


Kevin and Todd stumbled back in, their eyes bloodshot and glossy. "Great! You're stoned! How are we going to 
get anything worthwhile with you two like this?" | snapped. 


"IFs not like we're going to get anything done any way," Kevin shrugged. 


"You know if | knew of any illegal substances being used on these premises, | would have to call the 


authorities," Paul said smiling as he walked in. 
"What are you talking about man? It's just the effects of the smog. High alert day," giggled Todd. 


"Just keep it on your own time boys," Paul replied. "And Mitch and Shane will be back in a minute, so you will 
be doing something today after all." 


"| may not be producing this thing but neither are you," | said The nerve of this guy really pissed me off. "You 
don't decide what and when we do things around here!" 


"No, | don't," Paul smiled. "But as you so eloquently pointed out earlier, | don't work for you Toby. So if | take 
note of the time wasted and they send you a personal bill for studio time, don't hold it against me. I'll just be 
doing my job." 


He was such a smug son of a bitch. | wanted to wipe that smile right off his face. "| thought it was your job 
to clean up after Mitch. But you don't appear to be doing that very well," | replied, pointing at the broken 


guitar on the floor. 


"Would you like me to pick that up for you Toby?" Paul asked sweetly. "I will. All you have to do is say please.” 


This fucker has got to be kidding. Who the hell does he think he is? | gave him an indignant stare. "Come on 
Toby. It's easy. Just say please." 


"Just leave it there. | don't care," | answered. | turned and picked up my guitar and began to play, staring at 


him coolly. 


We managed to work out the arrangements for three songs despite everything. Mitch glared at me, kept his 
distance, and said not a word the entire time. Shane just pretended like nothing happened at all. His typical 
response. As the others packed up their gear, | called him over. "Why don't you stay and we'll work on the 
vocals?" | asked. 


"| don't know," he said, scratching behind his ear, a sure sign that he was uneasy about something. 


"This is important Shane! This album has to be good! | want to get as much worked out before their fucking 


producer arrives in a few days," | said. He paused and locked up. | always know just what to say. 
"Not tonight," Shane answered. 

"Why?" | demanded. 

"Because Mitch and | have plans," he said 

"So change them! What could be so important?" | asked. 

"Actually we are going to the Playboy Mansion with Kevin," Shane grinned 


He might as well have said he was going to Pluto. | would have been less surprised. "You're what? What the 


fuck has gotten into you Shane? The Playboy mansion?" 


"| promised him. Besides it could be fun It's not like | don't enjoy seeing a few scantily clad attractive girls 


myself. | like women. You know that," he replied. 


"Fine," | said. "Who give a shit if the last album is going to be crap? We're all rich already." | turned away. | felt 
his hand on my shoulder and smiled. Guilt, it was a wonderful thing. 


"Toby, I'll do it tomorrow. | promise," Shane said. 
"Just go. Go see your naked women," | replied, not turning around. 


“Tomorrow! | promise!" he repeated. | said nothing, just waited for the soft sound of his footfall as he walked 


away. 


| love being in the studio alone. | get so much more done. Its my time to play. As soon as | find a house | 
really like with enough room, l'm building one of my own. | looked over at the broken guitar on the floor. That 
shmuck was leaving it there to prove some kind of point. It could stay there for ever. It had been a long day. | 
got up and heading for the restroom. | splashed cold water on my face. When | looked up | saw the reflection 
of Paul standing behind me. "What the hell are you still doing here?" | said, standing. 


‘| leave when you leave," he replied. 

"Really? Well | don't need a babysitter thank youl" | snapped, drying my hands. 

‘No, that's not what you need Toby," Paul smiled. "You need something different altogether." 

"And | suppose you know what | need," | said, glaring at his reflection. 

"Most assuredly," he answered, still smiling. "So how long has it been Toby, since you got what you needed?" 
"That is none of your fucking business!" 


‘Maybe not" Still smiling, the bastard. Paul stepped a little closer. "It's been well over a year since you and 
Shane split. That's a long time. It must be hard for you, in more ways than one." He was right behind me now. | 
could feel his hot breath on my neck. | felt my cock twitch. | pressed forward against the sink and continued to 


stare coldly at the mirror. My cock was one thing, but he wasn't going to get a rise out of me. 


"Well l'm leaving so you can go," | sneered. The hairs on my arms stood up as Paul pulled me back into him, 
rubbing his crotch against my ass. | shivered as he ran a hand down my thigh and back up. He roughly 
grabbed my growing cock through my jeans. "What the hell do you think you are doing?" | gasped, trying to 
push him away. 


"Giving you what you need," he chuckled. 


Before | knew what he was doing, he ripped open the fly of my pants and shoved them down to my knees. My 
shorts quickly followed. | heard the distinct sound of a zipper before | was turned around and pushed to my 
knees. He offered his cock to my mouth and | took it, slipping my lips over the head. | bathed it with my 
tongue before taking most of it down my throat. It pulsated and grew till | had to pull back a bit and stroke 
the base while gently playing with his balls. Paul moaned and gave a little thrust, working a bit more back down, 
"You can take it Toby. You're a talented young man," he gasped. 


His hand fell to my head. | worked at the pace he set, rubbing my hard cock against his well muscled leg. What 
a sight it must be. International rock star greedily sucking a security guards dick while humping his leg like a 
dog. If | wasn't so fucking hard. Paul pulled away and | felt myself being lifted. He turned me back around and 
bent me over the sink. | heard the rip of a wrapper. | saw his arm lift out of the corner of my eye then felt 
the slight sting of liquid soap at my entrance. | spread my legs apart, welcoming the intrusion of his fingers. 


They quickly moved in and out. | pushed back into them, my hand dropping down to my aching dick. | continued 


to stroke myself even when they left me vacant. | didn't protest. | knew what was coming. 


He entered me in one hard stroke, filling me completely. He pulled back out just as quickly only to slam back 
into me. | moaned despite myself. He lifted me up by the hips till | was on my toes then brought me back down 
at an angle. | closed my eyes, seeing red and white stars. | cried out, shivered and jerked. He had found it and | 
was his. His massive arm held me, keeping me up on my toes. | was being impaled. | feverishly worked my cock 
as he fucked me relentlessly. | clenched my muscles around him, relishing the feeling of being filled. Paul's cock 
grew even larger inside me. | felt like | was being split in two but it was hardly torture. It grazed and bumped 
until | screamed, feeling a bountiful amount of warmth cover my hand. | hung limply in his arms as he 


continued until he finally shuddered and moaned. 


Paul set me back on my feet. | washed off my hand and quickly pulled my shorts and pants up. | heard the 
clink of Paul's belt being fastened but | refused to look up. He spun me around and kissed me, forcing his 
tongue into my mouth. He pulled away just as violently, holding my face in his vise like grip. "Now say please 
Toby," he smiled. It wasn't cold or menacing. It was his usually infuriating smile. | tried to squirm away but it 


was no use. | stared back at him. 
Please," | said finally. 


"That's a good boy," he said. "Now go clean up that guitar and go home. And tomorrow, don't wear any 


underwear. I'll be checking," he smiled wickedly. Paul kissed my cheek and was gone. 


Calendar Girl 


Mitch 


I'm a sore loser! That's rich coming from Toby! The King of sore losers! Make that the Queen. He may not 
need me but | sure and fuck don't need him. And one of my best guitars tool Mother Fucker! | could hear that 
asshole Paul plodding after me. | started to run. He was pretty quick for a big guy. | reached my car and 
locked the doors. He maybe big but he can't tear a car door off the hinge. | was about to turn the ignition 
when | looked up and saw that the hood was up. I+ fell with a thud. Paul smiled at me, swinging my distributor 


cap between his fingers. 


"You fucking bastard!" | shouted. | really wish | could deck this guy. My fists ached just thinking about it. But 


the bastard is huge. He could mop the floor with me no problem and we both new it. 

"Mitch, just calm down," Paul said. 

"Fuck you!" 

"You have more than you can handle, | think," Paul replied. 

"You don't know what you're talking about and just keep your mouth shut!" | shouted. 

"IF | don't know what I'm talking about Mitch, why are you so worried about me talking?" Paul asked. 

I'm not worried. | have nothing to worry aboutobviously. Say what you want." | replied. Fuck Shane. He must 
have had this planned all along. Make Toby jealous so he forgets that he fucked around on him and then make 
one of those faggotty passionate declarations of love. They really are a bunch of fags, pussies, the both of 
them. Fags shouldn't not be in rock bands! They should stick to that techno-dance crap, disco, and those 
creepy easy listening ballads. Rock is for men damn it. 

"Mitch, come on out. You have work to do," Paul said. 

Yeah, on Toby's new masterpiece, Betrayal. How fucking stupid. Betrayed, my ass.betrayed my ass. | start 
laughing. That's about right. Here | was trying to be honorable and all that crap. There were plenty of times 
where | could of. There are chicks clamoring for my dick. When | think of all the pussy | missed out on because 
of him. This is so fucked up. Of course it would be like this. You've been letting a guy fuck you. Take it like a 
girl long enough you start thinking like one. It wasn't just stupid not to screw around, it was stupid to be with 
him in the first place. Even if he wasn't still after Toby. Something that feels like that, it's got to be wrong. 


"Are you going to just sit in the car all day?" Paul asked. 


"Only until you put back my distributor cap asshole!" | flipped him off for good measure. | probably will end up 


sitting here all day. That Paul's a sadistic creep. When we were on tour he's let me have one tiny drink if | 
learned a fucking word out of this dictionary he carried around with him. What the fuck is that about? Who 
carries around a fucking dictionary on a rock tour no less? It must be some freaky fetish or something. | 


heard a rap and looked over to see Shane staring at me through the passenger side window. 
"Open up Mitch," Shane said. 
"Fuck off!" | shouted. 


"Come on Mitchie. We need to talk," He jiggled the handle but | just glared at him. "It's not what you think. | 
know what | said but you took it the wrong way." 


"There was only one way to fucking take it McClure!" | snapped 
"Open the door and I'll explain” 

"What about fuck off did you not understand?" | asked angrily 
"Please?" Shane begged. 

Not" 

"Pretty please?" 

"| said nol Go away!" | shouted 

"Alright Mr. Cranky Pants!" 

"Mr. Cranky Pants?" Paul asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"Yep! He's Mr. Cranky Pants," Shane replied, laughing, 


Fucker! | flipped up the lock. "Get in," | hissed. Shane slid in beside me and shut the door. "Don't call me that in 
front of other people!" 


"It got you to open the door didn't it?" Shane laughed. 
| watched Paul walk off, still holding my distributor cap. "You're in, now get the fuck out!" | snapped. 
"Mitch, I'm sorry," Shane sighed. 


"You're sorry. Now get out!" 


"You have to listen to me," Shane said. 

"| don't have to do anything!” | snapped. 

"Look, | meant what | said. | do still love Toby. But not in that way," Shane explained. 

"Whatever," | muttered. 

"Toby was a big part of my life Mitch! He still is. And he's a big part of yours tool" 

"A big pain is what he is," | replied. 

"That's bullshit! You love your brother and you know it! If any one else treated him like you did today, you'd 
have a fit!" Shane cried. "You have to get control over that temper of yours! Because I'm not going to put up 
with it!" 

"You're not going to put up with it?" | sneered. 

"No, l'm not. If we're going to the Playboy Mansion tonight, you have to promise not to do crap like that again" 


"Why would you go to the Playboy Mansion?" | asked. 


"To see pretty women. Because you want to go and | love you and want to see you happy. And | sure in hell 


am not going to let you go there without me," Shane replied. 
| wasn't really planning on going," | replied. 


"You're not going to miss a chance to see the playmates are you?" Shane asked grinning. This was a trick. It 


had to be. It's some kind of are you or aren't you test or something. 

"Ive seen them before," | said 

"So you've seen January?" Shane asked, sliding his hand over my thigh. 

"What are you doing? We're in the car for Christ sake! People can see!" 

"And Miss February's got a rice ass | hear," Shane continued, his hand edging up. 
"Shane! Man! What if that creep Paul comes back," | cried, brushing his hand aside. 


"Don't worry. He won't. Besides, if sure he's figured it out," Shane replied, placing his hand on my crotch. "And 
March is supposed to have these incredibly shapely, long legs, the kind that never quite seem to end." 


Shane began rubbing my dick through my pants. "April has milky thighs, soft from what I've heard," Shane 

whispers in my ear, giving my growing cock a little squeeze. | hate when my body betrays me, doing things | 
don't want to do. "May, think of what you could do with Miss May! Lick salt off her belly while you do shots 
of Cuervo, inching lower and lower each time," Shane teased, slowly undoing the button of my fly and pulling 


down the zipper. 
"Oh man," | gasped. 


"No, | don't think so. I'm sure Hefner checks to make sure all the playmates are real girls," Shane chuckled, 
sliding his hand under my boxers and stroking my cock. | slid down and parted my legs a bit so he had better 
access. "June, she's a martial arts expert and July likes long, slow, walks on the beach." Shane ran his thumb 


over the head, then eased my shorts down. "And Augustdid you know | was born in August?" he asked. 
"Yeah," | gasped. 


"Rumor has it that Miss August has a very, very talented mouth," Shane grinned. He lowered his head. "It 
must be a Leo thing," he said, his warm breath teasing me. His lips surround the head of my cock, his tongue 
swirling counter-clockwise, and then swiftly back in the opposite direction | shivered, arching into his mouth. 
Shane tightened his mouth, my dick gripped by its hot, moist, unyielding walls. He quickly bobbed his head down, 
back up, and pulled away. "Now Miss October, she." 


"You forgot September!" | moaned. 


"Ah yes! September, how could | forget Miss September!" Shane laughed. "She's an athlete!" he exclaimed, his 
hand dropping to my balls. He gave them a soft tug, rolling them gently in his palm. "Quite a ball player, Miss 
September." 


"October?" | asked. 
"She's a bit tricky but once you get her, she's a real treat!" 


"Funny! You should be a comedian instead of a singer," | sneered. Shane gave my balls a squeeze and | yelped. 


"Hey! Be gentle asshole!" 


"Behave!" smirked Shane. "Now where was |? Oh yes, November. She was a sword-swallower in the circus but 
apparently still quite a looker. And nice technique too." Shane's head fell back to my lap. He took me all in one 
swift motion. He pulled slowly back up, dragging his teeth lightly along my length. | would have thought it 
wouldve really hurt but the slight twinge just set my cock to twitching. | bucked into his mouth. | grabbed the 
seatbelt, twisting it in my hand. Shane slid his mouth back down again. His lips were so tight that it felt like 
they might take some of my skin along with them. My Balls tightened and | thrust upwards. Shane once again 
pulled away and smiled. My dick jerked and strained in the open air. 


"I forgot to tell you about December!" 


"AW! Fuck Share!" | cried. 


"Ssshh! She's the best. | know you'll like her," he cooed. He took my tortured cock in his hand and began 
stroking it. "December is all about breasts Mitchie. Nice big tits. Just how you like them. | can see you now. 
Your face pressed between them," Shane whispered, his hand moving faster. 


| sighed. It felt good but | wanted him to suck it again “Tell me about her tits later. Suck my dick," | whined. 


Shane leaned over and nibbled and sucked at my neck. “But they're big Mitchie! There won't even be enough 
room for you to grin," he whispered. | began to rise into Shane's hand, thinking about him sucking me off and 
playing with December's titties. Shane's mouth met mine. His tongue darted in and out to quickening rhythm of 
his strokes. "Her nipples are a perfect pink, ripe for sucking and licking to your hearts content," he said, before 
kissing me again It's been so long since I've played with a nice set. Fuck man. | wonder if her tits are really 
that perfect. Just thinking about those tits, those, what did he call ‘em? Perfect pink nipples. | shudder and 


gasp, spilling all over the place 
"| dont know about you Mitchie, but I'm going to the Playboy Mansion tonight. How about you?" Shane asked 
"| guess so," | panted "But no funny stuff in front of the chicks okay?" 

"Scouts honor!" Shane smiled 


"Now if you two are done, how about doing some work" | jumped up in the seat and turned to see El Creepo 


Paul staring at me through the driver's window. 


"Jesus Christ!" | shouted, turning away. | grabbed my dick to shove it back in my pants and got a lukewarm, 
slimy handful. 


"No, but close," Paul chuckled "Get yourself cleaned off and in the studio in three minutes or I'll drag you in 
there with your prick hanging out!" Shane opened the glove compartment and grabbed a couple of paper napkins 


and handed them to me, grinning. 


"Fucker!" | snarled. 


NII Cry if | Want 


"Why bother going at all?" Mitch grumbled as we changed. 


"You can look all you want Mitch, just no outright flirting unless I'm around, and anything more than flirting is 


out of the question," | said. 


"This is stupid. You're making it pointless. People don't take dates to the Playboy Mansion," he growled, 
buttoning his shirt: 


I'm not your date. I'm your boyfriend," | smiled, grabbing him around the waist. "And tonight I'm your 


chaperone." 


"| don't need a chaperone," he said, pulling away. "I'm a fucking adult! You just want watch me get frustrated is 


all. That's the only reason we're going.” 


"That's not true. | thought you would enjoy seeing scantily glad beautiful women. I'll take care of any need that 
should arise," | grinned. "Why would you get frustrated?" 


"Come off it Shane! You are basically saying is here's everything you want but you can't have any," he cried. 

| thought | was everything you wanted," | said angrily. 

"Shit," Mitch sighed. "That's not what | meant." 

"Then what did you mean?" | asked, my voice still edgy with anger. 

"Sometimes | just like to be a guy," he replied. 

"So now | keep you from being a guy!" | shouted. 

"Yeah, you dol" he shouted. "What do you know about it? You're the one that always gets to do all the fucking!” 
There it was. It always comes down to that. | think | unconsciously knew this was coming. Maybe that's why | 
wanted him to go tonight. Maybe | wanted him to fuck some girl and get it out of his system. As if that would 
work, what was | going to do? Take him out to screw a woman every few months? | stepped into the 
bathroom and locked the door behind me. | pressed my head against the door, squeezing my eyes shut and 


letting the tears fall down my cheek. | could hear Mitch curse on the other side. 


"Shane?" he whispered. "Don't be upset. Please! | didn't mean it like that. | just miss girls sometimes. | mean I'm 


still getting used to all this. It just weird being around Todd and Kevin and not beingl'm just a bastard. Please 
don't be upset!" 


‘It was a dumb idea. You're right. People don't take dates to the Playboy Mansion. Just go without me and have 


a good time," | managed to reply. 


"| don't want to go without you," Mitch answered. "I want to go with you or we don't have to go at all. | want 


to be where you are. | love you Shane, honestly. Please don't be mad." 


God | fucking hate myself. Why would | be mad at him? Its not his fault, its mine. "I'm not mad. Just go 
Mitch!" 


"If you're not mad then why are you locked in the bathroom?" he asked. 
"Just go Mitch!" | choked on the words. | closed my eyes against another wave of tears. 


"Are you crying?" Mitch asked. "Aw fuck! Shane please open the door! I'm glad you're the one doing the fucking. 
| don't want to fuck you. | like things the way they are. Please, just don't cry." 


"What? What are you saying?" | asked. | wondered if Toby had said something. "Why wouldn't you want to fuck 
me?" Mitch didn't reply. My stomach tightened into little knots. "Mitch? Why? Why don't you want to top?" 


"Jesus Shane, why does it matter? l'm here with you and that's where | want to be okay?" 


"No, | want to know why? Why have you never asked to top?" | asked. | could hear Mitch release a heavy sigh. 


‘lm not coming out till you tell me.” 


"You sound like fucking Toby!" Mitch complained Maybe, but then again Toby usually got what he wanted in the 
end. | waited, saying nothing. "Can't we just forget the whole fucking thing?" he asked. 


"Why won't you tell me?" | demanded 

"Because | don't want to hurt you," he replied "Shane, just come out. It's been a long day.” 

"Then leave. Just go," | sobbed. 

"| don't want to" 

"Then tell me why God damn it!" | shouted Mitch rattled the door knob. 

"Alright, lIl tell you, but then you have to open the door." Mitch sighed yet again. "That night in San Francisco, 


when you were really drunk, you said a bunch of stuff. You were really upset and crying and drunk. You said 
some stuff." 


"You said that Mitch. What did | say?" | asked. There was silence, then the click of a Zippo. 


"You talked about when you were a kid, about your mom and dadand your uncle." | heard Mitch exhale and the 
sent of cigarette drifted under the door. It took that long to register just what he was saying. | made it to the 
toilet just in time to vomit. "Shane? Are you okay?" Mitch asked desperately. The door rattled. "Shane open the 
fucking door!" 


The intercom buzzed. Mitch muttered some profanities and | heard the distorted echo of Kevin's voice. Heard 
wasn't the right word. | was aware of it but my mind was swimming with other sounds, sounds that | usually 
kept buried deep within my mind. It never ceases to amaze me how it can all come rolling back in an instant. In 
a split second l'm thirteen again My uncle Ted, who was out of work and staying with us, catches me jerking 
off to a picture of a guy | tore from a magazine. The rest just faint images, impressions really. The light blue 
of my pillowcase, the picture, crumpled and torn, on the floor beside my bed, the quality of the sunlight 
pouring through the window, these are the things | remember, that and the stench of his breath, the 
pressure on my body, the feeling that | was going to die. 


Only | didn't die. | only wished | had. My deepest, darkest secret and Mitch knew it. He had known about it for 
months. | was torn between anger and relief. Relief that he had never mentioned it before and anger that he 
had known something so private about me and | hadn't known it. | felt violated some how. | knew it wasn't his 
fault. Fucked up on booze and pain killers, | must have spilled my guts. But it changed everything. What had he 
been thinking about me this whole time? How could he have not said anything? Did it disgust him or worse, did 
he pity me? His pity would be more than | could endure. 


| stood up and brushed my teeth. | washed my face and checked my reflection. | looked much as | always did. | 
smiled. With a smile like that, nothing could be wrong. | headed downstairs and found Mitch standing at the door 
talking to Kevin. "I'm all set. Let's go," | said smiling. Mitch looked at me, his expression full of doubt. 

| thought you said he was sick," Kevin replied. 

"Can you wait outside a second?" Mitch asked. 

"We've got to get going,” Kevin complained. 

"Just wait a second," Mitch said, shoving him out the door. "Shane, what are you doing?" 


‘lm going to the Playboy Mansion. 


| don't think this is a good idea," Mitch whispered. He wouldn't look me directly in the eye. He stole glances 


instead, like | was crazy and might flip out any second. 


‘lm going out," | said angrily. | don't know why | was so angry with him but | was. "I'm going to have a good 
time. Sofuck youl" | brushed past him and slammed the door behind me. 


To Market, To Market... 


Toby 


The more | thought about it the angrier | got. | had let that smug bastard fuck me. He had gotten the upper 
hand. | had lost control. Yes, it felt good but that wasn't the point. He'd tricked me. | was vulnerable. | had been 
thinking about Shane. When | think that | fell to my knees and sucked his cock like some desperate, horny 
kiddamn it. | didn't know a lot about Paul. It wasn't like we ran in the same circles. He could afford to be more 
blatant and kinkier. We did however know some of the same people. Actually Pete knew more of Paul's crowd 
than | did. What | did know for a fact that he hung out at a leather bar in West Hollywood. He was one of 
those old school leather daddies and he gave me the creeps. | wasn't into that crap. A little kinky is okay but 
that Hyperion Ave rough trade is not my style. I'm not about to ‘yes sir' anybody. | don't care how big a cock 


they have or that they know how to use it. And there he was pushing me around like | was one of his ‘boys’. 


How the fuck he ended up working for the band is beyond me. Maybe Mike is secretly a leather daddy. | can't 
help giggling. The very thought is too ridiculous. Of course the thought of Mitch sucking dick is pretty 
ridiculous too. However Paul got this job doesn't matter. He has to go, that's all there is too it. | have to put 
up with a producer but | don't have to put up with Paul. I'm just going to have to put my foot down. Its my 
band God damn it! He has to go. Paul could very well use this against me. There was no proof but now he had 
something he could hold over me. He could tell Shane. As if Shane would care. Bastard. But he does, | know it. 
The trick is getting him to remember what we had. If Mitch hadn't conned him into going to the fucking 
Playboy Mansion, | could be reminding him right this second. | can't believe he's actually going there. | don't 
care what he says. Women bore Shane. He may admire their bodies. He can make idle chit chat but Shane likes 
to plow into a guy. I've seen his eyes stray over the years and it was never a woman that drew his attention 
| never had to worry about leaving him in a room full of groupies. | actually had to convince him to at least 
feign a little interest to keep any rumors at bay. He's probably nursing a drink and bored silly while Mitch is 
off making it with three or four playmates. 


| pulled my car over and cut the engine. | don't know why | didn't think of it before. Mitch will be totally 
occupied and Shane will be by himselfl | had to go to the Playboy Mansion! | picked up my cell phone and dialed 
Mike. It rang three times before he picked up. 

"What's wrong now Toby?" he asked in that annoying nasally voice of his. 

"| need you to get me into the Playboy Mansion," | said. He started laughing. "I'm fucking serious Mike!" 

"Stop fucking with me Toby. What do you really want?" he asked. 


"I told you! | want you to get me in to the Playboy Mansion, tonight!" | replied. 


"You know there was a time when | would have been delighted to hear that. It sure as hell would've made my 


job a lot easier, but | know you and | have to wonder why." 


"I know you can do it. You have the connections. You have to do this for me Mike. You owe me, especially after 
the crap you pulled on me today. You're lucky | didn't walk right out the door, lawsuit or not. You want me 
happy, right? You want a great record, right? Well get me into that fucking bunny hole tonight or I'll be very 
difficult tomorrow!" | was shouting. An old lady walking past with a bag of groceries peered inside my car and 
backed away. | lowered my voice. "Look Mike just do this for me. Okay?" 

"Is it really that important?" he asked. 

"Yes!" 

"Okay. I'll see what | can do. I'll call you back in a few minutes," he responded before | heard a click. | wonder 
what the hell you wear to the Playboy Mansion. | looked down. Faded jeans and an old black shirt weren't going 
to cut it. | have to change. | pulled back into traffic and headed towards my house. When | arrived there | 
found Spence at the front gate. | rolled down the window as he approached my car. "What are you doing here? 
| thought | cancelled,” | said. He looked strange, not himself. 

"| didn't get any message," he replied 

| have plans. You have to go." 

"Man, | drove all the way up here and | could have scheduled other clients," he whined. 

"Clients?" | laughed. "Is that what they're called now?" 

"I still have to get paid," he said angrily. 

Its not my fault that you don't check in with your service. | cancelled this afternoon. That's plenty of notice," 
| said. | made me nervous, him arguing with me at the gate. It looked funny. Anyone could see the exchange. 
This kid had no sense. It was times like this that | wished | did have better security but security guards are 
people and people talk. 


"I told you | didn't get any fucking message!" he shouted. 


"Great, let the whole neighborhood hear you, you stupid shit," | hissed. My cell phone rang. | flipped it open. It 
was Mike. 


"tm not leaving till | get paid. Go head, call the police," Spence said. 
This was all | needed. "Hold on," | replied. | turned away and answered my phone. 


"Okay Toby, | got you in. Just go to the gate and say ‘Catfish’," Mike said, not even bothering to say hello. 


"Catfish'? You've got to be kidding," | responded 
"Yeah, ‘catfish’. It's the password Now have fun and Toby?" 

ee 

"| don't have to remind you to behave yourself, do I?" he asked 

"OF course not. | have no intention of touching any of them," | said 

"Well dontt touch anyone if you know what | mean. There's often press at these things," Mike replied 


‘lm not stupid Mike. I'm always discreet. | have to go. And thanks!" | flipped my phone closed and turned my 
full attention to Spence. | didn't have time for this. The guys were already there by now and who knew how 
long they would stay. He stood there jiggling the change in his pocket, glaring at me. There was something 
about him, this entire situation, that reminded me of Mitch. "Are you on drugs?" | asked. "Did you come to my 
house high?" 


"Fuck you! You're just trying to get out of paying mel" he shouted. 


This was going nowhere. All | needed was the police showing up. | pulled out my wallet and handed him three 
hundred dollar bills. “That's all I've got. Now take it and get the fuck out of here! And if you ever just show up 
at my house, in this state again, l'l be the one calling the cops." | rolled up the window and watched him stock 
off. | didn't open the gate until | saw him drive away. How did | ever get myself into this mess? 


| went upstairs and took a quick shower. | put on the tightest pair of pants | own and my dark blue shirt. H's 
Shane's favorite. And | dabbed just a hint of Ferragamo's Subil Pour Homme. | took out a stick of Big Red and 
slipped it into my mouth. They say that smell is the sense that triggers memory the most. | want Shane to 
remember. | want him to remember the seven years that we shared. How we only slept apart three times in 
that entire time. | want him to remember the trips we took, the art we bought, the love we made. | want him 
to remember all that and then look me in the eye and tell me he isn't still in love with me. | stuck a condom 
and a little tube of Glide into my pocket. | grabbed my keys and | crossed my fingers. | think | even said a 
prayer as | took the on ramp to the Santa Monica Highway. 


To Buy a Fat Pig 


Mitch 


| grabbed my jacket and headed out the door. Kevin was half way up the walk, yelling at me to move my ass 
and Shane was right behind him. | don't know. | have a real bad feeling about this. But he seems intent on going 
so | better go along. | can't tell if he still wants me to go or not. He looked at me like he hated me. But if he 
wants me to go and | don't, it could be just as bad. | really don't want to go. | knew | shouldn't have said 
anything. | shouldn't have fucking said anything. | should have made something up. | should have said it grossed 
me out or something. | always fuck things up. That's why | hate talking about emotional crap. It always gets 


messed up. | always say the wrong thing. | should have been born mute. 


| slide into the backseat next to Shane but he immediately switches places with Todd, complaining that he has a 
headache and needs to ride shotgun. He doesn't want me to go now but it's too late. The car's moving. Kevin is 
already bitching about being late and | don't want to cause a ruckus. Shane won't even look at me. Every time | 
say anything the muscles in his jaw tense. There's nothing left to do but sit back and shut up. Wait for a 
fucking miracle. Fucking Kevin. He and his bright ideas can go to hell and take fucking Hugh Hefner with him. | 


roll down the window and light a smoke. | feel cold. It was a lot warmer this afternoon. 


"Do you mind? The smoke is aggravating my headache,” Shane hissed. He didn't turn around, he just said it. He 
didn't say a damn thing when Todd was smoking. He won't look at me. Why won't he look at me? He fucking 
hates me now. | flicked the cigarette out the window and rolled it up. | wished he had just locked himself in the 


bathroom. | could have handled that, even if he was mad. It's contained. | could leave. Now I'm stuck. 


| should have never agreed to go in the first place. | knew it would cause trouble. What are fags going to do at 
the Playboy Mansion? Not that I'm a fag. | would definitely know what to do but Shane? Going with Shane, it 
would be weird. It is weird, like taking your wife or something. Yeah, your wife that's 6'3" and has an eight inch 
cock. Who am | kidding? It's worse that taking your wife, taking your fucking boy-uck. At least there'll be booze 
there. | could really use a drink right now. How do things get so fucked up so quickly? My God damn dick, that's 
how. | knew it was a bad idea the minute he suggested it. | didn't want to go but he starts playing with it and | 
can't say no. | knew it was some sort of test or something. That was why | got mad. | knew Shane was 
screwing with me. He wanted to see if | looked and then get mad when | did. It wasn't fair. | can't help how | am. 
| do miss screwing chicks but he took it the wrong way. | don't need to fuck him. I'm fine the way things are 
or where. Now things are fucked, totally fucked. 


Kevin pulls up to the gate. He rolls down the window and says "Catfish" into the intercom. The gates magically 
open and we sail through. Kevin drives to the front and hops out, handing the keys to a valet. It is a nice place. 
Its what my dad would have called swank. | hate that word though. It reminds me of skank. As soon as we 
enter the door, there's Grade A pussy where ever you look. | hope | have this much tang after me when l'm 
eighty. And Hefner has like two full time girlfriends to boot. They share. Hugh is the man. | wonder what this 
place was like back in the Seventies and Eighties when everyone got to have fun All the sex and drugs, it 
would've fucking been wild. Even rock stars had more fun then. Mick Jagger, that dude lived. And the babes he 


had. He looks like a fucking big toe with giant lips and he could have had any chick he wanted. He probably still 
can. | was born way too late. Back then you could have fun. Now you have to be careful which really sucks. It's 
like showering in a raincoat. 

It was just a moment. | was just scoping out the view, you know, but when | turned back, the guys were all 
gone. | looked around and | didn't see Shane anywhere. Part of me thinks | should go find him and stick close 
just in case. | had only seen him real upset that one time, but it could happen again. The thing is he didn't seem 
upset. He seemed mad, mad at me. If | leave him alone he might cool down some. So | head for the bar and 
have a shot. | decide to have three more for luck That's when | spy the hottest fucking chick | have ever 
seen. She had long blonde hair, blue eyes, and the nicest pair of C cups I've seen in a long time. They hung all 
nice and natural. | wondered if they were real. And she just fucking glowed | smiled and winked and threw back 
a shot. | wasn't doing anything wrong. | was just looking. Besides, Shane ditched me. | ordered another shot. She 
was checking me out. Nice. She smiled back at me and edged her way over. 

"Hi," she said. 

"Hi yourself," | laughed. 

"You're Mitch Dunnock right?" She asked. Man those were nice tits. 

"Last time | checked. So who are you? Miss March?" | asked. 

"No, I'm Miss August," she giggled. 

Miss Augustwhat was Miss Augusttalented mouth. Shane was born in August. | scanned the room again but 
there was no sign of him. He was probably with Kevin. Yeah, he was with Kevin. He'll be okay. He obviously 
didn't want me around him. He's mad but he's not flighty like Toby. He wouldn't do anything to hurt himself or 
get in trouble. He might drink too much but hell he deserves to tonight. He'll be okay. 

"You haven't seen a tall blonde guy, kinda surfer looking, have you?" | asked. 

"No. You're the first guy to get my attention tonight,” she smiled. 

What a cheesy line! And chicks say men say stupid shit! "Oh yeah?" 

"Yeah," she replies. 

"So what's your first name Miss August?" | ask, grinning. That grin will get ‘em every time. 


"Tamara." 


"Tamara, nice. So Tamara, what are you're turn ons?" | asked. 


"Huh?" 
"You know, every Playmate has turn ons and turn offs. What are yours?" | asked. 
"Well my turn offs are stinkers and lima beans," she giggled. 


‘Oh lima beans! | hate lima beans too. And turnips," | say before downing one more shot. "But what are your 


turn ons honey?" 


"A good heart and a good mind," Tamara smiled. She smelled good. Women always smell so good. She was fucking 


hot. "And | love to be kissed behind the ear. It drives me crazy." 
"You know | should look for my friend. He's kinda shy and | should make sure he's having a good time," | said. 
"That's what the bunnies are for," she said, twirling a strand of honey blonde hair around her finger. 


| know but | should check. He's really shy. Andand he had this pet chinchilla. He really loved the thing. He called 
it HermanHerman the chinchilla. Well, he hired this new maid see, and the maid inadvertently left the cage door 
open and Herman got out. We think a coyote got Herman, because when he got home tonight, all he found was 


a tiny little paw, a bit of fur, and something that might have been an ear," | said in all seriousness. 

"I thought you liked me," Tamara cried. 

"Like you? Doll, | love you! But he's really sad about his chinchilla," | cried. 

"You made that up!" 

When lying, especially to a chick, it's important to maintain eye contact. But the key is not to hold it too long or 
then it becomes obvious and then she'll really know you're bullshitting her. So | always give it the twenty 
count. "Made it up!" One-two-three "Who would make something like that up?" Six-seven "If | were to make it 
up, I'd say his aunt died or his cat!" Twelve, thirteen, fourteen. "Not a chinchilla named Herman!" Seventeen, 
eighteen. "Maybe a chinchilla named Chuck or," Look away. | looked up to see Shane staring at me from the 


doorway. "See there he is. Doesn't he look sad? | really should see if he's okay." 


Tamara laughs. "That's the same guy who told me to come and talk to you. He said you were sad because 


your girlfriend dumped you today," she responded. 
"What?" 


"| said that's the guy who told me that your girlfriend dumped you. You had a big argument and she kicked 
you out. Told you to pack up your stuff, leave the key, and go. Ring a bell?" she asked. 


| looked over at Shane. He took a sip from his drink and watched me, expressionless. "He told you that?" | asked 


pointing at Shane. 
"Yes, that's the one. So which one of you is pulling my leg?" she asked. 


"Umm." | mutter as Shane turned and headed into the other room. "Me. | was kidding. I'll be right back," | said. | 
pushed my way through the crowd by the bar and caught up with him. "Shane, what's going on?" | asked. 


"Looks like you found a nice little diversion for yourself Mitch," Shane replied 

"Why did you tell her that stuff for?" | asked. 

"| know you're no Fulbright scholar but I've always thought you were sharper than Toby gave you credit for." 
"What are you talking about? What's this crap? Are you kicking me out?" | cried 


Shane bent forward. "Unless you want everyone here to know you were my little fuck toy Mitch, | suggest you 
keep your voice down," he hissed in my ear. 


"Why are you mad at me? | wasn't the one that" 
‘I'm not mad Mitch," he interrupted. "l'm bored" 
‘lm sorry Shane. | shouldn't have said anything. I'm sorry." 


"| said I'm bored Mitch. | thought it would be funny. See if | could flip the fag hater but now its just boring. So 
take your mediocre talent and bad temper and try your luck with Miss August," he said. Shane leaned back and 
| saw him. Toby was standing about six feet away. When he saw my face, he smiled. 


"What? Trouble in Paradise already?" Toby asked, laughing. 


They had planned the whole thing, the two of them, to get back at me. All this time, all those months, 
everything | did, everything Shane said to me, was a fucking joke, to humiliate me. There was no uncle. He didn't 
love me, and | fell for it. | was a fucking idiot. | brushed past Shane, knocking the drink from his hand. | stopped 
long enough to shove Toby against the wall and give three or four good punches in the stomach. Security 
escorted me out. At the bottom of the drive, | pissed on old Hefner's gate and called a cab. 


Home Again, Home Again 
Shane 


The growing drone of someone blowing leaves woke me, echoing the blinding thump of my temples. My eyes 
flickered open. | would have groaned in agony if my tongue wasn't adhering to the roof of my mouth with a 
thick pasty film. | wasn't in my house. | didn't know where | was. | could feel the steady breathing of someone 
beside me. | turned. | recognized the delicate contour of the neck, the taunt muscle shrouded in pristine 


creamy white skin. | should recognize it. | lived with it for seven years. 


The night before came to me in waves, images crashing into each other. The argument, the horrible truth, the 
Playboy mansion, the anguished expression on Mitch's face, Toby's seemingly preternatural ability to show up 
at the worst possible moment, all woven together into one awful night. When they dragged Mitch out | had 
done nothing, said nothing. | slunk back into a corner and drank. | remember Toby sitting next to me. | 


remember getting into a car. The rest is anyone's guess. | had really done it this time. 


Sometimes | feel like there are two of me, like there are two souls in one body. There's me but then there's a 
darker person that lurks deep within. The dark Shane says and does things and | can't stop him. | can see it 
happening but there's nothing | can do. Like sleeping with Mitch in the first place, | knew it would devastate 
Toby. | knew it would only lead to trouble for the whole band but it was like | couldn't stop myself. And last 
night with Mitch, | hadn't set out with the idea of hurting him. But then | saw him looking at all the beautiful 
women, | could see the want in his eyes. | felt inadequate and jealous. It was like that darkness that took hold 
earlier in the evening finally swallowed me whole. So | called over one of the girls, whispered in her ear, and 
watched it all unfold. | love him so much it hurts. How could | hurt him like that? How could | be so mercilessly 


cruel? Worse yet, is there even a way to repair that kind of damage? 
"Good morning stranger." | looked over to see Toby smiling. "How do you feel?" 

'Lousy," | croaked 

"Maybe | can help with that," he grinned, his hand sliding beneath the blanket and grabbing my cock. | shoved 
his hand away and recoiled. "Funny, you were all over me last night" Toby smirked but there was hurt in his 
eyes. 


"Toby, I'm sorry," | sighed. "| was drink. Did we?" 


"Do anything? No," he answered. "You were too drunk, not exactly in peak performance condition. That didn't 


stop you from trying though. | had to keep you preoccupied till you passed out" 
‘lm sorry Toby, really.” 


"You don't have to apologize to me, but you might want to think of one for Kevin. You offered him a thousand 


bucks to suck your dick," Toby replied. 
"Oh fuck no! | didn't!" | groaned. 


"Oh yes sweetheart, you did. You were a little out of control last night, but screwing with Mitch will do that to 
you. | brought you back here." 


"Why didn't you just take me home?" | asked. 


"| did Mitch was there getting his stuff. You two were getting into it and in the condition you were in, he 
would have killed you. So | brought you home," Toby explained. 


"Mitch was there? Do you know where he was going?" | asked. 


"No, and | don't care. | don't see why you should either!" Toby snapped. "Look at you Shane! You're a fucking 
wreck! Dumping Mitch is the first intelligent thing you have done in months! Even if we had never been 
together, | would have told you he's bad news. He's a drunk with a gambling problem. He's a promiscuous, 
philandering prick! He's immature. He's got a violent temper. Worst of all, Mitch is a lost soul. He has a death 
wish Shane! | asked myself a long time ago, ‘Do you want to go down with him or are you going to save 
yourself? He's my brother and | help him when | can but there's only so much any one person can do. You've 


had your fun. Now it's time for things to get back to normal." 

"Back to normal?" 

"Yes," Toby responded, throwing back the covers and climbing out of bed. It had been so long since | had seen 
him naked. | had forgotten how beautiful he really was. | ignored the slight twinge and moved my gaze upward 
to his face. 

"And by back to normal you mean back to you, | suppose?" | asked. 

"You know exactly what | mean," Toby said, heading for what | assumed was the master bath. | searched the 
floor for my pants. Finding them, | dug through my pocket for me cell phone. | must have left it in my jacket. | 
scanned the room for it but it wasn't there. Toby returned with a glass of water and three pills. "Here." 
"What are they?" | asked. 

"Two aspirin and a valium. You'll need them. We have to be at the studio in a couple of hours," Toby said. He 
pushed the glass into one hand and dropped the pills in the other. Wordlessly, | took the pills, swallowing each 
with a gulp of water. Toby bent down and kissed my cheek. "I'll go make some coffee and toast" 


"Have you seen my jacket?" | asked, 


"You left it on the couch downstairs. But if you call Mitch, you're a fool Shane!" 


| hated how he always knew what | was thinking. | watched him pull on a pair of pants and softly pad out the 
door. After taking care of my bursting bladder, | searched for a toothbrush. Toby was a bit obsessive to say 
the least and he always kept a new toothbrush or two in his medicine chest. | noticed a box of condoms and 
couldn't help but look. There were only three left. Who was he fucking? Never mind Shane. It doesn't matter. | 
brushed my teeth, took a shower, and got dressed. My clothes absolutely stank. | was going to have to go 


home and change. 

| found Toby in the kitchen eating his usual breakfast of dry toast, an orange, and coffee. | swear he almost 
never varies. Sometimes when we're on the road he might have a waffle but he's obsessive about what he 
eats. 

"Have some toast. | think there's butter in the refrigerator," he said as | walked in. 

‘lm not hungry. I'll just have coffee." 

"You should eat," he urged. 


"If | eat anything now it will just come up. Don't be a nag," | snapped. 


Toby giggled. "Old habits die hard. The cups are in the cabinet to the left." Toby sipped his coffee, watching me 


as | poured myself a cup. "Is that why you left? Because | was a nag?" he asked. 

"| didn't leave Toby. You left me," | responded. 

"With good reason! You cheated on me! With my brother for Christ sake!" He shouted, slamming his cup down, | 
sighed and rubbed my temples. My head felt like it was splitting open. "I'm sorry. | didn't mean to shout," Toby 
whispered. "I just wish you knew how much it hurt" 

| do know Toby. | hate that | hurt you. You were my first love and you will always be special to me." 

"Well you were my only love. You are my only love," he cried. 

| just couldn't do this now. My head was swimming. | needed clean clothes. We were due at the studio soon. In 
LA traffic it was at least a thirty minute drive to my house. "Toby, | really need to change. Could you drive 
me back to my place? We can talk about it then," | suggested. 

"Let me get dressed. Then we'll go," he said, rinsing out his cup. After he went back upstairs, | got cell from 


my jacket. There were no messages. | dialed Mitch. It rang several times before switching to voice mail. | 


wanted to leave a message but | didn't know what exactly to say. Sorry didn't come close to cutting it. 


Toby drove in silence for which | will forever be grateful. | leaned back and closed my eyes, pretending to sleep. 


| was willing my phone to ring, willing Mitch to call. Even if it was to call me a dirty rotten faggot, even if it 
was to tell me he hated my guts. | needed to hear his voice. Maybe then | could muster the words, find a way 
of convincing him that it was a terrible mistake and that | was sorry. | slid my hand into my pocket and held 
it, hoping. 


"Shane, | know you're awake. Tell me what's wrong?" Toby asked. 

lm just hung over," | mumbled. 

"No, it's not that. And it's not Mitch either. Something is weighing on you. What's wrong?" he asked again. 

‘Its nothing. | have a headache is all," | replied. Toby reached over and took my hand. 

"Please tell me?" Toby begged. | said nothing. | started to pull my hand away but he gripped it tighter. He didn't 
let go, not till we reached my house. When | reached the front door, there was a piece of duct tape stuck to 


it. | peeled it back and something fell to the ground. | saw the glint of silver. | picked it up and let my finger 
slowly trace the letter M. 


diggity Jig 


| had forgotten what it was like to be punched by Mitch. I've been insulted, shoved, humiliated, but | haven't 
been punched in a long time. Not since | was thirteen. It was right before Mitch knocked up that girl and had to 
leave town. Back then playing guitar was just a way for him to impress girls. Come to think of it, it still is. 
Then music was just a hobby, something to do in the off season What Mitch really lived for was baseball. He 
dreamed of being an all-star pitcher for the Dodgers. He probably could have done it too if he had only 


convinced Kristy to have an abortion My father never forgave him for throwing that chance away. 


So it was a warm spring day and Mitch was at practice. Mitch had taught me how to play a few simple songs 
on his guitar. | had yet to get my own guitar so | would sneak up to Mitch's room when he wasn't around and 
play his. This one particular day | noticed a bunch of pictures at the bottom of the case. | wasn't stupid. | knew 
that Mitch hid stuff in there, joints mostly. So | knew if there were pictures in the guitar case it was because 
they were pictures Mitch didn't want people to see. That was reason enough for me to look at them. Most of 
them were just stupid; Mitch taking a hit off a bong. Mitch and his girlfriend drinking, Mitch and his girlfriend 
kissing, Mitch with a big mound of flour, trying to look like Al Pacino in Scarface, Mitch and his friend Spence 
dressed like cowboys. 


Then the pictures got more interesting. There was the infamous naked cowboy Mitch picture that Shane found. 
The pictures that caught my attention where of him and Spence wrestling sans shirts. | had always known that 
| liked boys in a way that most other boys didn't but this was the first time | got hard looking at a picture of 
my brother's friend. But the best picture by far was of Mitch, Spence and Dave sitting naked on a dock on the 
lake. What made it so good was Spence's sideway glance at Dave's crotch. | couldn't tell from the angle if he 
had an erection but | imagined he did. | reached under Mitch's bed for the Corn Husker's lotion and started 
jerking off then and there. | came just as Mitch opened the door. At first he thought it was funny until he 
saw what | was jerking off to. To this day, | have never seen Mitch turn such a deep shade of red. He yanked 
me off his bed and punched me. | held my hand over my eye, crying and screaming that | was going to tell. 


| did tell, not about the pictures but that he hit me. | had the black eye to prove it. But when Mitch heard my 
father's car drive up, he panicked My parents were divorced by then so if my father was coming by the 
house it only meant one thing, Mitch was going to get it. My father took a look at my eye and then stormed 
up the stairs. He pounded on the door but Mitch wouldn't open it. Finally my father broke it down Then | heard 
my father shout, "You stupid mother fucker!" before he came bounding down the stairs for a fire 
extinguisher. Mitch had started a fire in his room and had managed to burn most of the incriminating pictures 
as well as a good section of carpet. He received a beating of a life time and for once my mother didn't 
intervene. They were pissed, so pissed that my father took his driver's license and his guitar. Dad kept the 


license but gave the guitar to me. 


So | owe my great skill with a guitar to Mitch's temper and right hook. And now it has sent another gift my 
way, Shane. | couldn't have planned it better myself. Showing up just in time to see it all fall apart. Mitch 


attacking me and being unceremoniously escorted from the premises. And there | was to comfort my lost love. 
Of course Shane put a damper on things by getting totally shit-faced. When he propositioned Kevin, | knew it 
was time to get him home. 


"Are you still at the same place?" | asked, 
"Why the fuck would | move?" Shane slurred. 


"| don't know Shane," | replied. "People do you know." | started the ignition. The though of him and Mitch sleeping 
in the same room were we slept together turn a knife in my heart. We usually stayed at my old place but 
there were nights at his too. | hope at least he got a new bed. There's nothing worse than knowing that your 


lover is sharing your bed with someone else. 


"You Dunnock boys are something else! | hope | never met another fucking Dunnock as long as | fucking live," 
Shane muttered. 


"You might have saved yourself a lot of grief if you didn't think you had to fuck them all," | said, turning onto 
the Santa Morica freeway. 


"I didn't fuck all of them. | didnt fuck your father!" Shane cried. 
"And we all thank God for that Shane," | replied wryly. 


"You wouldn't know it to look at him, but your brother is a total slut for taking it up the ass." Shane's head 
nodded to the side as he spoke, his words coming in languid intervals. He goes nuts when | finger his ass. And 
you should see his face when | fuck him. His face, right before he comes, is fucking beautiful. Mitch is 
beautiful. You should see it." 


"I think | can forego that pleasure," | snapped. | hate drunks when they start to lament but this was one 
particular musing | didn't need to hear. But once they start its next to impossible to stop them. 


"You know | had the hottest dream about the two of you. We were on the tour bus.and you handcuffed me 
and Mitch together. Then you made Mitch jerk off while | gave him a rim job. And you started sucking my dick. 
| started fuck Mitch's ass with my fingers. God it was hot. | hadn't had a wet dream like that since | was a 
kid" Shane shifted in his seat to accommodate his bulging crotch. | would have been turned on if | hadn't known 
why he was. 


"The funny thing about that scenario Shane is that | don't get off," | said. 
"Yeah you dowellyou could if you wanted to," he replied. 


"No, | couldn't." | pulled up to the gate and entered the code. It didn't work. Shane must have changed it. | 
wasn't surprised. But it still hurt. The old code was the date of our anniversary, the day we first slept 


together. "Shane, what's the code?" 

"Huh?" 

"The code! The security code for the gate!" | said. 

"You know it!" 

"No, | don't. You've changed it," | calmly explained. 

Shane let his head fall back and he stared upwards. "Hmmm." 


"You don't remember it do you?" | asked. Shane started to laugh. "This is great! How are we supposed to get 


in?" 
"| don't know," Shane laughed. "Climb the fence." 
"Think Shane! You must have picked something significant, something you could remember," | said. 


"Apparently not." Shane burst into another fit of laughter. | was about to give Shane a good kick in the balls 
when | saw the shine of headlights in the rearview mirror. The car careened to the side and came to a 
screeching stop. Mitch staggered out. | could tell by the way he swayed that he was drunk He approached the 


car and pounded on the hood. He peered in, his mouth contorted into a menacing grin. 


"Well well, what we got here? Two little faggots who are so pleased with themselves! You really got me this 


time little brother, didn't you? You faggot bastard!" Mitch yelled. 


"Just open the gate Mitch!" | said. | knew better than to lose my temper with him when he was like this. It just 
fueled him. Mitch edged his way around the car and glared at Shane. Shane, being drunk and therefore a 


complete asshole rolled down the window. 


"I told you to fucking get lost!" Shane shouted. "Get the fuck out of my house." Mitch made a dive for him but 
| quickly rolled up the window. Thank God for electric windows. But Shane, not satisfied, open the car door, 
throwing Mitch off balance and flat on his ass. "You want a piece of me? You stinking little shit! Huh?" 


Its when he says things like that that | know that Shane still has a few ounces of hetero still in him. A pure 


breed queen gets drunk, gets bitchy, but never gets into a drunken brawl with someone that will kick her ass. 


"God Damn it Shane! Get into the fucking car!" | cried, scurrying out of the driver side. | got there just in time 
to trip Mitch. He tumbled back down. | quickly shoved Shane back into the car, slammed the door and pressed 
my weight against it. He was too drunk to figure out he could just climb out the other side. Mitch awkwardly 
pulled himself up. "Mitch, I'll call the cops!" | warned. 


"Not before | bust your twisted little head open," he growled. 

"They'll arrest you. You're drunk," | replied. 

"And you're a fucking cunt!" 

"Gee Mitch, you almost sounded like an honest to goodness faggot there," | laughed. | took out my phone, flipped 
it open and waited. Mitch stepped back and glared. "I can't believe you drove like that! You're going to get killed 
or kill someone else. Give me your keys!" 


"Fuck of fl" 


"Give me your keys! I'll get Shane inside and you can sleep it off at my place," | said. Shane was throwing his 
weight against the door. It was getting harder to hold him back | had to resolve this. 


‘lm not going anywhere with youl | fucking hate youl" Mitch leaned forward and spit in my face. | wiped it 
away with my hand. 


"Then fucking stay here! But you are giving me those keys," | snapped. Mitch just sneered. "Alright, the cops 
then!" | dialed 4l instead of Il and waited. 


"Fucker!" Mitch dug into his pocket and got out his keys. He started to take one off the ring. 
"All of them! I'm not stupid!" | cried, closing my phone. 
"How am | supposed to get inside?" he snapped. 


"You and | both know that Shane always keeps a spare in that stupid fake rock!" | replied. Mitch growled an 
obscenity and dropped the keys into my hand. "Now go! Before | change my mind, decide to be a real cunt, and 
call the cops for real." | waited till Mitch had disappeared behind the gate before | dared move. 


When we got to my place, | dragged Shane out the car. Some how | managed to get him up the stairs and onto 
the bed. He immediately got up and started taking off his clothes. He fell over twice trying to remove his pants 
but | wasn't about to help him. Finally, he sprawled across my bed, naked except for his shoes and socks which 


he had failed to remember. "Come here. | want to fuck you," he grinned. 


Sloppy sex with a drunk has never been a turn on, but part of me wanted to. There he was, my Adonis, 
beckoning me. My heart ached. But even my need for him couldn't muster the callousness need. Besides, he 


would hate me for it. "Go to sleep Shane!" 


Shane crawled across the bed and grabbed me by the waist. He bent his head towards my crotch. "Hey pall 
Remember me?" he giggled. | pulled away. "Come on Toby! The Gremlin wants to play!" 


“Alright, lay back," | instructed. | slowly took off his shoes and socks, and got Shane under the covers. | took 
even more time taking off my own clothes off. | hung everything up. Put my socks and shorts in the hamper 
and still he was awake. | went into the bathroom and started brushing my teeth. | brushed them for twenty 


minutes. Finally he passed out. 


| didn't think about Mitch till we were almost there. It was Too late to turn around or come with a diversion. 
Shane was hung over and not likely to get into it with Mitch. If | knew him, as soon as he saw Mitch's car, he'd 
want to go. But as we rounded the corner, | saw that Mitch's car was gone. If | had his keys, how the hell did 
go? As Shane opened the gate, | dug into my pocket and looked at Mitch's keys. When | took a good luck at 
them in the light | realized they were the spare set to my old place, the ones | gave him for emergencies. 


That fucking son of a bitch! 


The Leader of the Pack 


Mitch 


| hadn't planned on going back there, hadn't planned it at all. | had already gone and gotten my stuff, left the 
key, and headed to the nearest bar. | had a couple of drinks. Saw this guy | know from playing cards at the 
Indian casino. We did a couple of lines in the john and started play Liar's Dice when | remembered my wedding 
ring. | had left it in the dresser in the guest house along with a bunch of crap | didn't want Shane to see. If | 
knew him, one of the first things he would do is go through any stuff | left behind. Last thing | wanted was 
the Gold Dust Twins to know | was married. Everything else was falling apart but | could still hold onto that. 
Once the kid was born maybe she'd take me back. A kid needs a father after all. So | went back to get it. 


| hadn't figured on them being there. | suppose | thought they would be out celebrating their great victory. 
The worst part isn't that they planned to trick me. It's that | fell for it. | believed him. What he said, it hurt. | 
didn't think | cared about him that much. It just snuck up on me. | loved him and | loved what he did to me. No 
amount of booze can explain that away. So in the end, I'm as twisted as they are. | guess in the back of my 
mind, | expected this. Shane always hated me. I'd been giving him crap for years. He was always trying to get 
Toby to kick me out of the band and | was always trying to get Toby to kick him out period. Why would he all 
of the sudden be in love with me? | just can't believe how far they took it. Pretending to break up, having me 
move in with him, Jesus. But then it wouldn't have stung so much. 


Like | said, | hadn't expected them to be there so when | saw Toby's car in front of the gate, | had to veer off 
sharply to the right to avoid hitting him. The fucking dick, now my alignment was totally shot. | got out. | could 
see Shane laughing in the front seat. They were laughing at me. They found me fucking amusing. Well | was 
going to give those two faggots something to laugh about! 


| pounded on the hood, just to make sure | had their fucking attention When | looked in| could see that Toby 
was about ready to piss his pants. He's such a fucking pussy! | don't know how many whippings of his | had to 
take as a kid ‘cause he just couldn't handle. All my dad had to do was raise his voice and Toby would be 
cowering in a corner, blubbering. He doesn't know how to fight like a man. Toby should be afraid of me. He 


knows | could kick his ass. | had him right where | wanted him. | had to smile. 


"Well, well, what we got here? Two little faggots who are so pleased with themselves! You really got me this 


time little brother, didn't you? You faggot bastard!" | yelled. 


"Just open the gate Mitch!" Toby whined. He was trying to act all calm, like he was above it all, but | knew he 
was squirming. And there was Shane, looking at me through the windshield. He looked sad but then it could be 


surprise. | moved around to the passenger window for a better look. The fucker was smirking at me! 


Shane rolled down the window and shouted, "I told you to fucking get lost! Get the fuck out of my house." That 
really pissed me off! All the times he went on and on about this being ‘our' house and that it was my home 
and all that crap. He had a fucking hissy when | tried to get my own apartment. Of course that was all part of 


their fucking plan to humiliate me and send me out in the cold. Well I'd fucking show him. | wasn't going down 
with out a fight. | started to grab him but | heard the whir of the windows and yanked my hands back just in 
time. Before | had a chance to react, Shane opened the car door. It hit me in the leg and | stumbled, trying to 
catch my balance, and found myself in the dirt. 


Shane stood over me. He was fucking sauced, even more so than that night in San Francisco. Normally I'd be a 
bit weary of taking him on. He's bigger than me and he's pinned me before but | could tell that right now | 
could flatten him. He stumbled back, shouting "You want a piece of me? You stinking little shit! Huh?" | took this 
opportunity to pull my ass up. 


"God Damn it Shane! Get into the fucking car!" Toby shrieked. Toby moves quick when he wants to, must be all 
those years of running away from fights. If | hadn't had a few in me, he never would have been able to trip 
me. | landed back on my ass. When | got my bearings, Shane was already back in the car, with Toby leaning 
against the door. Some tough guy you turned out to be Shane. You have to hide behind my fairy brother to 
protect your faggot ass. Toby took his bitch pose, one hand on his hip, the other clutching his phone. "Mitch, 
l'Il call the cops!" 


"Not before | bust your twisted little head open," | threatened. 

"They'll arrest you. You're drunk." 

"And you're a fucking cunt!" | sneered, taking a step forward so he knew | meant business. 

"Gee Mitch, you almost sounded like an honest to goodness faggot there,” he laughed. Toby flipped open his 
phone and gave me his little bitchy stare. | took a step back and glared at him. He knew | couldn't afford to get 
arrested again. "| can't believe you drove like that! You're going to get killed or kill someone else. Give me your 
keys!" he demanded. 

| sure and hell wasn't giving him my car keys. "Fuck off!" | replied. 

"Give me your keys! I'll get Shane inside and you can sleep it off at my place," Toby ordered. 

Right! Like | was going to stay with the backstabber know as my brother. He thought he could just order me 
around, treat me like shit, humiliate me, and I'd just do as | was told 


‘lm not going anywhere with youl | fucking hate youl" | growled. Then | spit in the little faggots face. He 
flinched and wiped it away with the back of his hand. 


"Then fucking stay here! But you are giving me those keys," he snapped. He wouldn't do it. He didn't have the 
balls. "Alright, the cops then!" 


| watched as he dialed ‘Il. The bastard! He didn't. but then again, he could have. Fuck! I'd get nailed for sure. But 
they can't trace cell phones. "Fucker!" | snapped, digging in my pockets of my jacket. | felt the old key ring, the 
one with the set to his old house, and barely managed not to smile. Good thing | never empty my pockets. | 


pulled it out and started to take a key off it 

"All of them! Im not stupid" Toby cried, closing his phone. 

"How am | supposed to get inside?" | snapped. 

"You and | both know that Shane always keeps a spare in that stupid fake rock!" he replied 
"Whatever you say cock sucker," | muttered before dumping the whole set into his hand 


"Now go! Before | change my mind, decide to be a real cunt, and call the cops for real," Toby smirked. | opened 


the gate and headed up the drive. 


| had duct taped my key to the door earlier. | hoped it peeled of a couple of coats of paint. | want to leave it 
there so | sure hoped Toby knew what he was talking about. | reached the front door and sure enough, there 
was the fake rock Toby was talking about. Good thing | hadn't known about this a few years ago. | would have 
had a field day trashing Cocksucker McClure's fag pad. Now there's an ideabut he would call the police even if 
Toby wouldn't. | went to the kitchen and took the key to the guest house from the hook and went out for my 
ring. | was grabbing the sock | hid it in when | noticed the picture, the one he liked so much with me and the 
cowboy hat when | was with Kristy. | was gonna give it to him for Christmas since he liked it so much. He was 
really jerking off to it. That much | know for sure. 


| went back to the house, took the picture and stuck it in the icebox right under the ice cream he pretends he 
never eats. Mitch on Ice, | hope he had another good laugh at my expense. | opened the refrigerator and took 


out my beer. | had earned it. | wasn't leaving it for him. | drank all six, leaving the empties on his kitchen 
counter. | wanted him to remember that | had been here. | took one last look around and left. 


| was driving down to Brentwood. There was this chick | used to date and she always let me crash on her 
couch. She got a real kick out of it for some reason. | had just taken the South Barrington exit when | saw the 
flashing lights. | knew | was fucked. | pulled over, rolled down the window, and waited. The cop took his own 
sweet time. "Do you know why | pulled you over?" he asked. 


What a stupid fucking question. Of course | knew asshole. "No, but I'm sure you're going to tell me," | sneered. 
God, | hate cops. 


"You were weaving." 
"| was?" | laughed. 
"Have you been drinking this evening sir?" he asked. 


"I had a couple of beers but that was hours ago," | lied. "Look my wife is about ready to have a kid | have to 


get home." 


"Would you step out of the vehicle sir," the cop ordered. | got out and walked the fucking line. There's a trick 
to it. Never go toe to heel. That's a sure sign you're drunk and strut. He took my license and registration. He 


told me to get back in the car while he went for the breathalyzer kit. 


People will say | was stupid but the truth is | knew | was done for. If | had gotten arrested again, | would have 
gone to jail for sure. | hate confined spaces. | hate not being able to do what | want when | want. Besides a guy 
like me, being famous, they'd kill me just for sport. So | did what | think any sane guy would. | started the car 
and hit the gas. | raced down the street and rounded the corner to head for East LA and dump the car. I'd get 
Ana and we'd go to Mexico. | guess | took the corner a little to fast. | spun out. It's not like in the movies. Your 
whole life doesn't flash before your eyes. It doesn't go all slow-mo. It goes pretty quick. There's just enough 
time for you to see the tree and think, ‘Oh Fuck! l'm gonna die.” 


Another One Bites the Dust 


Shane 


| stood at the door, staring at the key, listening to Toby's car head back down the driveway. | didn't want to go 
inside. It would seem more real then. Not that the key taped to the door wasn't real enough. Mitch apparently 
has as much dramatic flair as Toby in his own way. They both know how to get their point across. | took the 
key and opened the door. | let out a little sigh of relief, as if the fact that it still fit meant there was still a 
chance. | left it on the table in the entryway. That's where he had always left it. 


| looked about the bedroom as | changed. Mitch had taken everything of his. There was little to show that he 
had been there at all. Nothing really, except a sock peaking out from under the bed, darkened by the leather of 
his boot. The bed was still unmade. | lie down on his side and rest my head on his pillow. | inhaled his scent. | 
bury my face in it, getting lost in it. | imagine that | can turn back the clock. It's yesterday. I'm sitting in that 
old tank of a car thats his pride and joy. l'm sucking his amazing cock, telling him dirty little stories to cajole 
him, to soothe his ache, to bring him to fruition, and when he's done, this time-this time | gently kiss him and 
tell him that as long as there's a breath in my body, he will never set foot in the God damn Playboy Mansion. 
This time, I'll just take him home and make love to him all night. | reach up and stroke the pillow. | got up. It 
was time to go face the real thing. 


When | got to the studio everybody else was there, everybody except Mitch that is. | didn't know whether to 
feel relieved or broken hearted, so | felt both. The mood was both tense and subdued. Todd and Kevin said not 
a word. Kevin just glared at me as he fiddled with his bass. | had never seen him angry before, not really. | 
certainly had never seen him angry with me. | was ashamed and embarrassed. 


"Kevin, I'm really sorry about last night," | said. 


"You should be! Because of you and Mitch, I'm banned from the Mansion. | should have known better than to 
take the both of you. But | sure and shit didn't expect that kind of crap out of you," he replied coldly. 


"I know. l'm so sorry. | behaved like an ass. | had to much to drink," | explained with remorse. 
"You can say that again!" Todd laughed. 


"Yeah, you wouldn't think it was funny if Shane offered you a grand to suck his dick in front about twenty 
beautiful girls!" Kevin snapped. 


‘lm so sorry Kev, really." 


If you ever do that to me again Shane, | swear |'llwell, just don't do it again!" Kevin replied with a sour 


expression. 


"I know there's no way | can make it up to you, but please forgive me," | pled. 

"I know how you can make it up to him. Give Kevin a grand then suck his dick," joked Todd, with special 
emphasis on the words suck and dick. Everyone shot him a dirty look. "Okay, okay. Jesus! | was just trying to 
lighten the mood a little bit. Give a guy a break!" 

"lIl give you a break! I'm break you're favored hand," Toby muttered, plugging his guitar into his amp. 


‘Oh great! Mitch isn't here so it's everybody pick on Todd time," Todd complained, half joking. 


"Let's just get this fucking thing started," argued Toby. "Shane can offer his act of contrition later." 
"Oh you are in a mood Toby! You're using words | haven't heard or seen since | took the SAT's," Todd quipped. 


"If you don't want me to shove those sticks up your ass Todd Hansen, | suggest you shut the fuck up!" Toby 
shouted. 


"Don't you think you should pull them out of your ass first?" Todd asked with a grin. Toby could never phase 
Todd and | think that's why they were never that close, though he's known Todd longer than me. Toby doesn't 


trust anyone he can't control. 


Toby slowly and wordlessly slid the guitar over his head and rested it in its stand. He stalked over to Todd's 
drum kit and kick a large hole in the base drum. "There! You little fucker!" he smiled. 


"Fucking nice Toby!" Todd yelled. "How the fuck am | supposed to play?" 

"| guess we'll have to use the drum machine," Toby replied. 

"You're real lucky Toby! | promised my mom I'd never hit a lady!" Todd snapped back. 

| burst out laughing. Kevin soon followed. Todd grim expression melted into a grin. Soon he too was laughing to 
the point of tears. Toby's expression was priceless, a mixture of fury and defeat. He had pushed all Todd's 
buttons and hadn't gotten the reaction he hoped for. What's worse was the rest of us were laughing. 

"Come on Toby, lighten up. Everyone needs to laugh sometimes, especially at themselves, even you," | chided. 
‘lm so glad I'm able to provide all of you with such amusement," Toby glared and slunk back to his guitar. 


"Toby, I'm sorry if | pissed you off. Let's kiss and make up," said Todd. 


"Todd, | thought you knew. I'm a lesbian," Toby grinned. Having the last word, and a quick retort at that, had 
lifted Toby's spirits. "So can we get to work?" 


"Where's Mitch?" Kevin asked me. The room fell quiet. 


"| don't know," | said finally. 


"He's probably under a park bench, nursing his hangover. We'll start with out him," Toby said. "Todd, go find 
Paul and have him get one of your other kits brought here." 


"Yes ma'am," Todd replied, hopping off his stool. He disappeared out the door in search of Paul. | realized we 
hadn't seen him today which was odd. He's usually here before everyone else, that ever-present guard warding 
off temper tantrums and general bad behavior. 

"One of these days I'm going to get that shit," Toby muttered. 

"You'll never crack Todd, Toby," Kevin replied. 

"Want to bet?" Toby asked. 

"You just don't get him. He's so simple that its too complex for you to get," Kevin said. 

"He's simple alright! | understand him perfectly," Toby answered. 

"No you don't. He just likes to be happy. Todd won't let anyone rain on his parade. He likes to drum, smoke a 
joint, enjoy a chick Life doesn't get much better than that. Todd figured that out a long time ago. He's too 


happy. You'll never get under his skin," Kevin explained. 


"Oh and where did he get that philosophy? The Zen Master's Guide to Surfing?" Toby asked with a raised 


eyebrow. 
"Seel You just don't get it," Kevin smiled 


The door opened and Todd and Paul entered both wearing grim expressions. Todd quietly went to his kit and sat 
down. "Toby, | need to talk to you.alone," Paul said in and even but quiet voice. 


"What now?" Toby asked testily. 
| need to speak with you," Paul answered. 


"Oh for Christ sake, just get another kit over here! I'll buy him another damn bass drum! | just want to get 
started!" Toby snapped. 


"| have to insist," Paul replied. 


"Fuck!" Toby cried. He once again placed his guitar in the stand and followed Paul into the next room. 


"What's going on?" | asked. 
Todd looked up. He looked scared. "He wouldn't tell me exactly. Its something bad," Todd answered. "Its Mitch." 


| raced out into the hallway. | could see them through the office window. Toby was sitting down. Paul was 
crotched in front of Toby's chair, holding his hand. | could hear the soft murmur of his voice but no distinct 
words. Toby's face drained of color and he yanked hand away. He let out a sob. Paul moved to comfort him but 


Toby pushed him away. | rushed in, swing the door hard enough that it left a dent in the wall. Toby looked up. 
"Mitch is." Toby gulped for air. 


Paul stepped forward. | distinctly remember his mouth forming the words. "Shane, there was an accident" 


Back In Black 


Toby 


The traffic on Beverly Boulevard was bumper to bumper. It was taking forever to get there. | had no idea 
what kind of condition I'd find Mitch in or if he'll even still be alive when we finally get there. | was barely 
holding it together. Shane on the other hand wore the same stoic expression he always wore whenever faced 
with the brutal reality of the real world. If he truly loved Mitch, if his heart was breaking, if his mind was 
tormented by the images of his broken and lifeless body, you would never know it by looking at him. His fingers 
gripped the steering wheel a little tighter, the muscles along his jaw clenched with more frequency, but he 
hadn't shed a tear. Normally | would have thought he was being strong for me but now | don't know. Just once 
I'd like to see a crack. Have him break down and need me for a change, just so I'd know | wasn't in love with a 
cold hearted son of a bitch. He and Mitch were lovers, as much as it turns my stomach to admit it. How could 


he seem so unmoved by his death? 


God forgive me, possible deathprobable. You don't hit a tree going forty or fifty miles per hour and live, do 
you? Well if anyone can, it would be Mitch. No one has a thicker skull. If he could have walked away, he'd 
already be in Vegas celebrating his brush with death. God, if he makes it, let this knock some sense into him! 
I've tried everything else. | should have made him come home with me. | should have fucking checked the keys. 
For an illiterate, high school drop out Mitch is to damn clever for his own good. What | really should have done 
is called the police like | said | would. Then he'd be in jail right now, hung over and pissed, but still very much 


alive. 


| have to stop thinking like that. Mitch is still alive. He has to be. If he were dead I'd feel it, wouldn't |? It's 
weird. I've never known a world where he wasn't in it. He's always been there. When | was little and had a 
nightmare, I'd crawl into his bed. He kept the bullies at bay. He taught me how to ride a bike, play cards and 
the guitar. He was more patient than I'll ever be. He could be gentle, especially with little kids. He could also be 
very kind. Shane and | had a dog. We had had her for years. Well she got hit by a car and Shane was really 
upset about it. It was the only time I've ever seen him really cry. About two weeks later, Mitch shows up with 
this three legged, one eyed dog from the pound. 


"| got you a dog," he said 
"Great Mitch! Thats some dog," | had responded 

"Are you kidding?" he cried "This is the perfect dog for youl" 
"What the hell happened to it?" | asked. 


"He was hit by a car! And survived! He's been through the worst shit life has to offer a dog. Look at how he 
hops! And he's wagging his tail," Mitch grinned. 


“That's not a tail. That's a stump! Mitch what am | supposed to do with a three legged dog?" | asked. 


‘Love him," Mitch replied, tossing the dog a tennis ball. The dog leaped in the air and caught it, landing soundly 
on his three remaining legs. "See! That dog is fucking awesome!" Of course the dog didn't last. He peed all over 
my stuff, ruined a new carpet. He now resides with Todd who has less of an aversion to the stench of dog 


piss. 


There were good times. We weren't always at each others throat. He drove thirteen hours to come see me 
graduate high school though he had sworn that he would never walk across its field upon pain of death. And 
when | begged him to let me go back to with LA with him, he helped me pack up my stuff and took me with 
him. That says a lot. What twenty year old wants their seventeen year old brother following them around? 
Whenever | want to do something he would always help me when he could. That's more than | can say for my 
father. He was a great big brother to have. It wasn't until he started hanging out at the bars on the strip 
that he became an undependable asshole. By the time Shane showed up he was already drinking, gambling, and 
whoring. Not that he was an angel before but now he was different, jaded and mean The good Mitch is still in 
there somewhere though. He's the guy that will send a bitch a couple of grand every month even when she 
won't let him see his own kid and he's the guy that would get his brother a three legged dog. 


"We're almost there," Shane said, turning down George Burns Road towards the visitor's parking lot across 


from the Cedars-Sinai Emergency Room. 

"Shane, what if he's already dead?" 

"He's not dead Toby," Shane snapped. He pulled into a parking space near the back. 
"How do you know that? It took us nearly forty minutes to get here!" | cried 


Shane let out a deep sigh. "Because it would have been on the radio if he had" Shane reached down and flipped 
it off. | hadn't even noticed it was on. 


The woman at the reception directed me to a nurse, who directed to another nurse who told me to wait, that 
someone would be with me shortly. So we sat and waited, waited in a tiny little box of a room decorated in 
nauseating shades of mauve and beige. Boxes of tissue were strategically hidden behind potted plants and 
stacks of magazines, as if someone wouldn't already know why they were waiting in such a room. All it need 
was that fucking poster of the cat clinging to the tree branch. Yeah, hang in there. Shane flipped through an 
old People, turning the pages to quickly to actually be reading it. Just as | was ready to throw the mother of 
all fits, a doctor finally arrived. 


"Is he dead?" | blurted out. 


"You must be his brother?" he asked. | nodded. "I'm Dr. Adler. | was the admitting physician," he said offering 
me his hand. 


| shook it. Speed it along asshole, | wanted to shout. "So?" | asked 
"So he's not dead. He's out of surgery and in recovery," he replied. 
My relief was quickly dissipated. "Surgery? What kind of surgery? What exactly is wrong with him?" | asked. 


"Well he had a ruptured spleen and a lacerated liver. The surgery was to remove the spleen and repair the 


damaged liver." 
"But he's okay?" Shane asked. 


"He also broke his jaw, hitting the steering wheel, the doctor continued. "It should heal in six to ten weeks. He 
appears to have a concussion It's difficult to say how severe because he hasn't regained consciousness but all 
CAT scans look good. His heart was bruised during the impact but we're monitoring it. As | was telling his wife, 
the next few hours should tell us more." 


"Wait a minute, his wife?" Shane asked in disbelief. 
"l'm sorry. There's some mistake. Mitch isn't married. We're talking about Mitch Dunnock right?" | asked. 
"Yes, I'm sure it was his wife," Dr. Adler replied 


"No, No. Mitch isn't married He's divorced. It must be a fan or a journalist trying to get pictures," Shane 
insisted. 


"| don't think so. We're very careful. The police contacted her and brought her. She was just here," The doctor 
said. "There she is, out in the hall on the phone." He pointed and | redirected my gaze. 


There she was, Ana. The same woman | had dropped three hundred grand to get rid of. | hadn't even given her 
a second thought. It never occurred to me that he might have her stashed away somewhere. Apparently it 
hadn't occurred to Shane either. Of course by his expression, he still didn't seem convinced. He didn't recognize 
her that's for sure. But | did. What a perfect match it is, a conniving bitch married to a conniving bastard. If | 
wasn't in fear of his life, | would go in and kill Mitch myself. ‘Another expensive mistake for Mitch, | thought. 
Then she turned and my heart stopped. She was at least six months pregnant. 


"Oh Mitch! You went and fucking did it again!" | cried. Hearing his name, she looked over and caught my gaze. 
Her eyes narrowed and she quickly ended her call 


"Well if you have any questions or concerns please don't hesitate to call me," Dr. Adler said, quickly exited the 
room. He apparently sensed what Shane didn't. 


Ana slowly waddled forward. Her eyes were rimmed in red and she looked exhausted. But her voice betrayed no 


of the grief her face contained. It was cold and sharp. "I couldn't call you. | didn't have a number so | called his 


work number, for emergencies," she said. She obviously disliked me as much as | disliked her. 
"Toby, what the fuck is going on? You know her?" Shane asked angrily. 
"Who are you? | belong herel" Ana cried, shaking a finger at Shane. Tiny as she was, Shane backed up. 


‘lm sorry. Let me make the introductions. Shane, meet Mitch's wife. Ana, meet Mitch's lover," | said. | shouldn't 
have taken it out on them. It was cruel. It was Mitch's mess. But he wasn't around to clean it up and | was 
loosing it. | was worried about him and | didn't have the time or the energy to dance around their feelings. 


They were going to have to find out about each other any way. 


Shane's face went from disbelief to anger to abject despair within seconds. He slumped back into one of the 
couches. | could have said | told you so’ But | couldn't have derived any pleasure from it. He was clearly 


crushed. Ana was a tad more vocal. 
"Stop with your lies! He's your brother! He might die! How can you tell such lies!” she screamed. 


"Don't scream. You're in a hospital for Christ sake!" | snapped. "Why would | lie about this?" | asked in a lowered 


Voice. 


"You don't want Mitch to be happy. You took all his money. You're a liar! Mitch, he's not like that," she sobbed. 
Clearly she wasn't a fool. She was watching Shane and was quickly realizing that | wasn't the liar she thought. 
She just needed time to digest it. | guided her by the arm to the other sofa. No point in getting them too 


close. 

"Look, l'm sorry Ana. Mitch is he's very confused. I'm sure he cares for you deeply. But you have to calm 
down. You have to think about your baby. All this excitement can't be good for it," | said, sitting beside her. 
"When is it due?" 

"Two and a half months," she sobbed. 

"And it's Mitch's?" 

"What do you think | am?" she responded with angry tears. 

"So he knows?" | asked. 

"Of course he knows! He was supposed to come over last night to put together the crib. But he never came 
home," she cried. | noticed Shane had flinched at that. He now stared at the floor, despondent. Ana began to 


weep in silence. 


"Well whatever happens, | want to assure you that | will personally make sure that you and your baby have 


everything you need," | said patting her arm. Right after the paternity test, | thought. "But we'll worry about 


that later. Why don't you go freshen up in the ladies room and then we'll go find out how Mitch is doing." She 
nodded absently and slowly left the room. 


"Shane, I'm sorry," | said 

"Don't say it. Don't say anything," he whispered. He stood up and handed me the keys to his car. ‘lll get a cab’ 
"Shane, |" 

"Just call me," he interrupted, "if anythingchanges." He looked at me for just a moment. He had tears in his 
eyes. | had gotten my wish. He had cracked, but he didn't want help from me. | watched him walk out the door. 


He finally knew that hurt that | had, but it was a hollow victory. | knew then that Shane and | were even | 
could finally really forgive him. 


Boyfriend in a Coma 


Author's Notes: 
Very, very short | know. 


Mitch 


Everything was at a distance, foggy and so far away. | wanted to leave but | couldn't. | couldn't move. 
Everything hurt. | could hear a roar in my ears, like the rush of water. Was | at the ocean? | could feel a 
painful pressure on my chest. They were holding me down, pushing me under so | couldn't breathe. | tried to 
fight them off but | couldn't. | couldn't see them. | didn't know who they were. They were trying to kill me but 
they couldn't because | think I'm already dead. | could hear voices, voices | didn't recognize. They made no 
sense. | wanted to tell them to go away, to leave me alone but | couldn't open my mouth. Then everything went 


away agai n. 


Black and Blue and Red All Over 


Shane 


All| could think of on the cab ride home was how unbelievably fucking stupid | am. He was married, probably 
this whole time judging by the size of her belly. He hadn't just been cheating on me but her as well. The lying 
bastard, he had deceived everyone. Toby was obviously as surprised as | was, though he apparently knew who 
she was. Anashe must have been the girl he was with before. Mitch must not have ever broken it off with 
her. He looked me straight in the eye. He promised me no one else. He assured me over and over again that he 
loved me. This whole fucking time, he was lying to me. How did he manage to pull it off? Didn't she wonder 
where the hell he was most nights? Of course there were those nights when he was off playing "poker" and 
was ‘too drunk’ to drive home. Poker-poke her, | can hear Mitch laugh at that. Did he tell her the same lies? 


On the way to the hospital, | was so afraid we wouldn't make it there in time and that he'd die without knowing 
how sorry | was. What | had said to him last night was horrible and cruel as well as being total lies. The 
accident was my foult. | had insisted that we go in the first place. Then decided to go any way even though we 
had just argued and | was beyond upset. If | hadn't been so upset, if | hadn't been drunk and said those things, 
he wouldn't have been out driving plastered. Then again, who knows. | can't be certain of anything any more. 
When the doctor started talking about his wife, | was sure someone was trying to get in and take pictures of 
Mitch while he was all fucked up in a hospital bed about to die. | was ready to kill. But then she started talking 
to Toby as if she knew him. And then she said, "I belong here." Yes, she belonged there and | didn’t. It didn't 
matter that | loved him. And then Toby, who has always believed it's cruel to be kind, said, "Shane, meet 
Mitch's wife." | felt like | had been gutted. Our entire relationship has been based on lies, from the very 
beginning in fact. Toby was right. Mitch will never change. 


It was a hard lesson to learn It was hard for Toby, it was hard for me, and it will be hard for Ana. | felt 
sorry for her really. Here she was, ready to have a kid, her husband has driven his car into a tree, and she 
finds out not only is he cheating on her but he's a switch hitter to boot. | can understand why she's cursing 
and crying. | feel like doing much the same thing. | feel sorry for the child she's carrying the most. It could 
very well grow up not knowing his or her father. | know how badly Mitch wanted children. | know how much 
regret he harbored in regards to his daughter but | have to wonder if Toby might be right. What kind of 
father could he possible make, especially when he shows so little regard for those he claims to love? And if he 
doesn't love her, it's worse. | know first hand what a loveless marriage can do to a child. | know he would love 


it but when it comes to a child, love alone doesn't come close enough. 


| just can't understand why he came back to me in the first place. The months after San Francisco, | had 
accepted that Mitch had moved on. | figured his little bout with experimentation was over and he'd gone back 
to women. | was hurt, | missed him, but | understood. But then he came back to LA. He came to my house 
looking for me. He had wept that | had changed him somehow. He had said that he loved me. Once again, Toby 
was probably right. Mitch found out he had a prostate and became enamored with it. He was having fun while 
his wife was knocked up. He most likely intended to leave me as soon as the kid was born. | had just hastened 
the process with my own foolishness. Mitch had been living with me for nearly three months. We had mind 


blowing sex but | thought it was more. Was it really just sex? He could have gotten that from any number of 
people. But | guess if you're as afraid of being gay as Mitch is, you stick close to home. The one thing that's 


certain, | am a terrible judge of character and of people's true motives. 


| think when | heard that he had made plans with her for the night before, that he was supposed to go there 
to put together the crib for their child, thats when everything really sunk in. It was like a stake through my 
heart, proof that he had this separate existence that | knew nothing about. | wondered how many times he had 
been with her then come home to me. | had to leave. | had to get out of there as fast as possible. | knew that 
if | went in and saw him badly hurt | would lose my resolve to never see him again. | couldn't leave him behind 
if | saw him hurting. | felt bad because | knew | was leaving him there to deal with this horrible mess and his 
own heartache alone. But | just couldn't do it. | couldn't stay, not even for Toby. So | handed him the keys to 
my car and took a cab home. Sixty-five dollars seemed a small price to pay to put a little distance between 


me and what ailed me. If only Mitch had called a cab. 


As soon as | got home | headed for the kitchen. | need a drink, a glass of wine, before | called Kevin and Todd 
and let them know that Mitch was still around though badly hurt. With all that was going on, | wasn't sure if 
Toby would remember and | knew that they would want to be informed. They had offered to come but Toby 
was in such a state that it was better that they didn't. Now I'm really glad they hadn't insisted, though they'll 
know the whole sordid truth soon enough. | have to give those two some respect. Either they lead relatively 
squeaky clean lives or they manage to keep their dirty laundry to themselves. Perhaps it just that between 
McClure and the Dunnocks there's enough drama to go around. What | wouldn't do for a quiet, mundane hetero 
life right now. Settling down with some nice girl is looking better every day. 


As soon as | step into the kitchen | saw Mitch's handy work, six beer cans lined up like toy soldiers. | picked 
one up. They all were empty. | slid my arm across the counter and knocked them off. They fell to the floor 
with a clatter. And then they came, tears, years worth. | couldn't stop. | slumped onto the floor. | crushed 


each can and threw them against the wall. | sat there for hours, just crying. 


A little bit after sunset, | pulled myself up. | went upstairs and pulled the sheets off the bed and took the out 
to the garbage. | put on clean set. | took a long hot shower, took a couple of pills for my headache and went to 
sleep. | don't how long | slept, but when | woke up there was someone standing at the end of my bed. At first | 
thought it was Mitch. Then | remember and bolted up. 

‘I'm sorry. | didn't mean to scare you," Toby said. "I brought your car back." 

"How did you get in?" | asked when my ability to speak returned. 

"You need to get a more realistic looking rock," he replied. 


"And the gate?" | asked. 


"| climbed it" 


"You climbed it?" | laughed in disbelief. 
"I can be athletic," he said, his expression obscured by shadows. 


"Yes, you can. But usually indoors," | agreed. A silence fell between us. | could hear the ticking of the clock by 
the bed. "How is he?" Toby didn't respond at first. He sighed and sat down on the bed. | turned on the light. He 
looked five years older than he did that morning, easy. He was tired and he had been crying. "Toby?" 


"He had what they called a cardiac contusion. Basically he bruised his heart during the impact, at least that's 
the way they explained it to me. Blood collected around his heart and they had to draw it out with a needle. He 
started thrashing about. It was horrible." Toby stretched out next to me and placed his head on my chest. 
"They said this moment of lucidity was a good sign" 


"So he'll be okay?" 


"| guess there's a better chance of it. | guess I'll call Pete and have him pick me up. | guess | don't have to tell 
you that the record is on hold," Toby said. | could feel the tears on my chest but Toby did seem to realize 
that he was crying. He just kept taking, rather matter of fact, about the things that needed to be done, finding 
Mitch's will just in case, getting him a lawyer, just in case, writing a statement for the press, just in case. 
"And my father's coming tomorrow," he said finally taking a breath. | turned off the light and helped him under 


the covers. 


There\'s Always a Morning After 


Toby 


| was exhausted but | couldn't sleep. | kept going over each of the day's disasters one by one till | knew each 
moment by heart. | think | knew what Paul was going to say before he even said it. The minute | saw Mike 
scurry into the inner office, | knew something was up. Mike can be a royal pain sometimes but he never shirks 
his responsibility as our manager. If there's bad news he usually delivers it himself. If he couldn't face me, it 


had to be something terrible. There was only one thing that could be that terrible. 


| thought for sure Mitch would be dead when we got there. | guess l'm a pessimist at heart. | was prepared 
for the worst but when they finally let me in to see him | was still shocked. He looked like a Jack `O Lantern. 
His face was so swollen. There was a long gash that ran from right above the cleft of his chin to underneath. 
Both eyes were blackened and swollen shut. There were tubes going into each arm. He was so still. He didn't 
seem real at all. Then the heart monitor went off and he started to thrash about. They gave him a shot of 
something to quiet him and then they took that long needle and drew blood right out of his chest. OF course 
they made me leave but | watched through the window. 


His wife kept crying and muttering in Spanish. | have no idea what I'm going to do about her. | have to assume 
the marriage is legitimate, and I'd bet my life he didn't have the sense to get her to sign a prenuptial 
agreement. If the kid really is his and Mitch dies, well | just hope there's something left to give Sophie. Mitch 
never fucking thinks. His entire life has been ruled by misguided ideals and a reckless desire for fun. Reality 
never enters into it for him. Such as the idea that people would get hurt if he kept on messing with Shane. l'm 
sure he didn't give me a second thought when they started up last tour. Though Mitch most certainly knew 
what Shane meant to me and how hurt I'd be. Then he marries that woman and still continues to see Shane. 
There are children involved for Christ sake! l'm sure he planned on keeping both going indefinitely. Mitch never 
considers consequences until he gets caught. So it's a rare event since he usually gets away with it. Even now 


there's a chance he won't have to face what he has done. l'm just glad he hit a tree instead of another car. 


Shane sighed in his sleep and rolled away. | always envied Shane, that no matter how upset he was, he could 
always crawl into bed. He could escape into sleep. My mind just keeps spinning, over analyzing everything, picking 
things apart till they made sense. Of course none of this made sense unless you were Mitch. I've been waiting 
for something like this to happen for years. Mitch seems to think the laws of nature don't apply to him, that 
he can get away with anything. You would think after being arrested three or four times that something would 
click but not with Mitch. He thinks his only mistake is getting caught. l'm just thankful no one else was hurt. 
But then again other people did get hurt. Shane and Ana got hurt. | resisted the urge to tell them both | told 
you so' but | thought it. 


Of course there's a good chance | just made a huge mistake myself. | should have gone home and had Pete 
bring the car back in the morning. But | just couldn't face going home to an empty house. Its not like | could 
call Spence. The idea was inappropriate. A tweaked out hustler isn’t going to provide any great comfort, and 


thought of being with him while my brother lay dying was repellant. | needed to be with somebody that gave a 


shit. Not just anybody, | needed to be with Shane. Most people feel they have to say something, pass judgment 


or offer advice. | knew | could count on Shane to just listen. 


When he didn't answer the intercom, | almost turned around and left. But then | got worried. Shane was 
devastated when he left. I'd never really seen him that way before. He usually just disassociates himself from 
any hurtful situation He just shuts down and ignores it till it resolves itself. | could tell that was what he was 
trying to do. That's why he left. But there was something about the look in his eye. | knew he couldn't out run 
it this time. It sounds weird, but in some ways Mitch and Shane are a lot alike. They both spend a lot of time 
avoiding reality. Now, due to one single night, reality was crashing down on them. | was uncertain as what Shane 
would do. | wanted to make sure he was okay. So | climbed the fence. When | saw the beer cans scattered on 
the floor and the fifty or so wads of used Kleenex, | really got worried. | went to his bedroom. | just wanted to 
check on him. | didn't go there with the intention of sleeping with him. 


But the events of the day caught up with me. | lost control. I've always been an emotional person | want Shane 
back but | didn't want it to be this way. | wanted him to want and need me again. | wanted him to love me. | 
didn't want our first time in a year and a half to be an overwrought fuck done out pity or a need for comfort. 


But when | felt his hands on me, his mouth searching for mine, | couldn't resist. 


It started slow and wordless, with him kissing away my tears. He gently stroked my back till | finally stopped 
crying. | thought he would drift off to sleep and | would go. But then his mouth reached mine and that familiar 
warmth glided over me. | could barely catch my breath as he peeled away my clothes. | know | should have 
stopped him. We were both upset. This wasn't about us. It was about Mitch. Yet when | felt his fingers 
exploring me | responded My body ached from all those months without his touch. To pull away was too cruel 


a thought. 


There was one moment, when Shane slid open the drawer of the nightstand, when | almost had the strength to 
stop it. My mind flashed to Mitch. | wondered how often he had lain in this very spot, the same soft rasp of 
the drawer filling his ears. | wondered what he and Shane had argued about, and | wondered if Mitch hadn't 
crashed his car. if he didn't know that Mitch had a wife and a kid on the way, would Shane still be with me 
now. As Shane pushed my legs up and apart | let those thoughts fall away. | sighed, letting the warmth of him 
to fill me completely. 


Now | lay, watching the sun rise filter through the curtains, here feeling utterly empty. H's worse than when | 
lost him. Its like losing him a second time. | got up and silently pulled on my clothes. If | knew my father, which 
unfortunately | did, he'd be here in a matter of hours. | know | had to call him but | couldn't help but think | 
would regret that decision too. 

"Where are you going? It's only six in the morning?" Shane asked, his voice sleep thick. 


| turned around and did my best to smile. "I didn't mean to wake you up. Go back to sleep." 


"Toby, you look like crap. Did you get any sleep at all last night?" Shane sat up and scanned the floor for his 


sweats. 


"A little," | replied | pulled on my sneakers and started to do up the laces. "I'll be fine. Go back to sleep." 
"You're the one that needs the sleep." 


"I have to get home. My dad is on the way. | have to clean my house," | said, trying not to watch him as he 
pulled on his sweats. 


"Don't tell me you don't have a maid Toby. | know you too well." 
"| have to hide the contraband," | snapped. 
"He's not staying at a hotel?" Shane asked, surprised. 


"Of course he is. l'm not stupid but there no point in not being careful. All | need is for him to find a magazine 


or something. He'd have a heart attack" 

"That would be one problem solved. Well wait a second and I'll drive you home," Shane sighed. 
"That's okay. I'll call Pete," | said 

Its not a problem. Just let me find my shoes." 

"No! | said I'll call Pete," | responded angrily. 

"What's wrong Toby? All | did was offer to drive you home. That's the least | can do." 

"Yes, exactly! don't want to make a big deal out of this Shane!" 

"Big deal?" Shane cried. "It already is a big deal Toby!" 

It was justsex! Break up sex!" | shouted. 


Shane looked at me funny. "I thought you were talking about Mitch," he said finally. | laughed and grabbed my 


coat. "So that's what we're going to call it? Break up sex?" 


"Ive got to go. | let you know ifwhen Mitch wakes up," | answered. | left. | don't know if he tried to stop me. | 
didn't slow down long enough to find out. | ran. Then | walked. | called Pete and | waited. 


Wake Me Up When It\'s Over 


Mitch 


Nobody was more surprised than me when | woke up one day and found out | wasn't dead. But | tell you, it was 
long before | wished | was. Not only did my entire fucking body hurt, but everybody was pissed at me too. | 
guess | really fucked up. | lost the two bottom front teeth and | have this big fucking scary scar on my chin. | 
can't decide if | look like a first grader from the wrong side of the tracks or a cutthroat Clampet. They say | 


looked a lot worse when | came in, which was like three weeks ago. That's a long time to check out man 


It was weird. | was like dreaming and then | was just suddenly awake. One minute I'm talking to somebody, | don't 
know who, it was a dream for shit sake, and then the next thing | know I'm wide awake with some fifty year 
old hag giving me a bed bath. It freaked me out. | got so freaked | guess | kicked her. | didn't mean to but its 
just plain wrong. No man should wake up from a near death experience to find he's getting a wash down from 
his mother. There should be a rule, bed baths should be giving only by the hot nurses. The thing is | haven't 
seen one hot nurse yet. And they all wear those green pajamas. Rule number two, all hot nurse should wear 
those cool little white dresses and hats, for patient morale. | know it would help my morale. | could use a little 


boost about now. 


The second thing | see after | wake up, after the old woman giving me a bath, is Toby. He got a big chuckle out 
of my reaction to Nurse Ratchett giving me a bath. But that was the last smile | was to get. There was no 
"Gee Mitch, I'm glad you didn't die" or "How you feeling?" You know what the first thing he said to me was? 


"Well | hope you're happy with yourself. You really fucked up this time!" That's what he said to me. | wanted 
tell him to go fuck himself but | couldn't ‘cause they wired my jaw shut. | guess | broke my jaw. | can't open 
my mouth for another three to seven weeks. Toby ought to love that. He gets to do all the talking and | can't 
say shit in return. I've taken to just not listening. | block it out. I've gotten pretty good at it. Now he just 
sounds like the teacher in Charlie Brown. So Toby said a bunch of other crap but | didn't listen. H's too hard to 
focus any way. People kept coming in and asking me the same fucking questions over and over again. Why? | 
can't fucking answer them. My mouth is wired shut! Okay, they're usually yes or no questions but it's really 


starting to get on my nerves. 


Then the dragged me out of bed and tried to make me walk up and down the hall. Hello people! | nearly died! | 
don't want to go for a stroll just yet! The drugs are good though. Whenever people started really pissing me 
off, I'd just nod off like Keith Richards in smack stupor. | swear to God, if | write a song about this, I'm calling 
it | Feel a Nap Coming On’. And there are so many people around to piss me off. Like my dad, he was there. | 
could kill Toby just for that. I'd never do that to him; leave him in a room with dad with no way to escape. The 
first chance the son of a bitch gets, he leans down and whispers in my ear, "So you married a beaner, eh? 
Well don't you bring any of those brown babies back home or I'll have ‘em deported" And then he laughed like 
it was funny. | wish | had the guts to kill him. Once, when | was about fourteen or so, | asked why he hated me 


so much. He said, "Because you make it so easy." 


| suppose there's some truth to that since I'm on just about everybody's major shit list. Ana, she barely looks 
at me. She said, "| pray for you. | pray so you don't go to hell" | think she knows. Toby must have told her, 
the fucking prick. | can't be certain but the other day her brother came by and dropped something off and | 
think he called me faggot in Spanish. Why else would he say that? That means half of fucking Mexico knows by 
now. Another good reason to take a nap. Of course | could be imagining things. I'm not exactly clear thinking 


right now if you get my drift. 


Everybody has come to see me or to put it more accurately, gawk at me. They come by to see the big fuck 
up that got duped by Shane and Toby and crashed his car into a tree. Yep, they've all been here, Kevin and 
Todd, the goon formerly known as Paul, my ex-wife (Oh that was fun, let me tell you. What the fuck was she 
thinking?), even Mike and his big titted wife came by. | have to say | was glad to see her. Nothing like tits, hips, 
ass, and nothing in between to muck it up. It really reminded me of my true calling. So a lot people are at least 


pretending that they give a shit. Yeah, everybody has been byexcept Shane. 


I've been awake for almost four days and not a fucking peep. Nobody even mentions him. | sure and fuck am 
not going to ask Even if | could! wouldn't. Fuck him. I'm the one all fucked up. If he gave a shit, he'd be here. Or 
he'd at least ask about me. Or send a fucking card at leastbut he hasn't. And | know why, because he's a cold 
hearted cock sucker. | know I'm no prince. People think I'm a drunk, a liar, and a loser. Maybe l'm all those 
things but l'm sure as shit not a cold heartless bastard. I've rolled a lot of chicks and if some chick that | was 
banging steady were to get hurt, I'd take time to fucking see her. Hell, | even paid to fix this girls nose when 
she was drunk and ran into my wall. | sent her flowers and she didn't even stay over night. It's cold shit, to 


fuck someone and not care if they live or die. 


He meant everything he said that night. What did he call me? His little fuck toy-flip the fag hater. It was a big 
joke to him. | was a big joke. | am a big joke. It wouldn't be so bad if everyone didn't know. If | can't convince 
Ana that it was all lies then l'm screwed. She'll never let me come backand the band, forget about it. Even if | 
could look Todd and Kevin in the eye again, there's no way in hell I'll ever be in the same three mile radius as 
Cocksucker McClure. | only put up with Toby because | don't have a choice. | can barely move and | can't talk 
and somebody has to keep me from killing dad. God, | hope he doesn't know. He'll crucify me. He already thinks 
l'm weak and stupid. | am too. Even though | know it was all just to make me look bad, | miss him. Even though 
| never really meant a thing to Shane, he's the only one | really wished was here. | keep waiting for him, 


watching the door and that makes me weak and stupid. 


"Are you in pain?" Nurse Rachett asks. | nod. She disappears only to return moments later with that beautiful 
syringe. | hate shots but if they were all like this, | could get used to it. And the best part, I'll be fast asleep 
when Toby and Dad return for the morning round of let's harass Mitch. 


Good Night Sweet Prince 


Shane 


I've lost them both, again. Oh poor Toby, what did | do this time? | needed him. | felt so cold and alone. There 
he was, body trembling in my arms. He was so beautiful. Not full of anger and resentment, not in cool, 
contrived control but lost, timid. It was like when | first met him, when he was young and unsure of himself. 
He needed me. Toby hasn't really needed me in years. For the first time in a long time we needed each other. 
One thing led to another. | thought he wanted it. He seemed to want it. He responded. He didn't push me away. 
He wasn't as aggressive in bed as he usually is but that would be expected after the day we had. He enjoyed 
it, at least the evidence pointed to that and if cum stained sheets aren't evidence of his pleasure | don't know 
what is. But when | woke up he was already getting dressed. He looked like death warmed over. And he was 
angry, with me it seemed. 


"Where are you going? It's only six in the morning?" | asked. Toby turned and looked at me. His face was pale 
and drawn. There were dark circles under his eyes. His expression was grim and he gave me the plastic smile 


he usually reserves for press and other assorted enemy. 


"I didn't mean to wake you up. Go back to sleep." Toby just sat there for a moment, staring at me. There was 
this awkward emptiness between us. | felt a desperate need to fill it: 


"Toby, you look like crap. Did you get any sleep at all last night?" | asked, sitting up. | didn't mean it as an insult. 
| was worried about him. He needed to get some sleep before he drove himself into the ground. He would do 
just that if somebody didn't stop him. But to argue with Toby was useless. When Toby made up his mind that 
was it, no discussion. So | searched the floor for my sweatpants. | figured | could at least make him breakfast 
and drive him back. 


"A little," he said. He turned back around and began fumbling with his sneakers. "I'll be fine. Go back to sleep." 


"You're the one that needs the sleep," | responded, grabbing my sweats. They never make it easy to help them, 


neither one of them. It's like need is an affliction and my kindness a scourge. 
| have to get home. My dad is on the way. | have to clean my house," Toby replied. 


He avoided my eyes as | moved around the bed and pulled on my sweats. | hadn't occurred to me that Toby 
would call him. But of course he would, Mitch was his son. Though you would never have known it by how he 
treated him. Not that he treated Toby much better. | always found it strange that he treated the son who 
held him in such contempt better than the one who would do anything for his affection To any one who knew 
him personally, Toby was so obviously gay. Mr. Dunnock has made his opinions of "fag" known to both his sons 
as Toby has mentioned on several occasions. Though Toby was polite at his mom's funeral he certainly made 
no secret about how he feels about his father. 


On the other hand, Mitch has gone out of his way to prove what a tough bastard he is. I've seen Mitch when 
someone threatens Toby. He gets enraged. | dare say that would be the one instance when he could actually 
beat the crap out of me. When his father threatened Toby, Mitch took a swing but he didn't hit hard and 
when his father sent him flying to the floor, he didn't fight back. Mr. Dunnock is a formidable character but 
Mitch could have beaten him in a fair fight. He didn't want to fight him. Mitch wanted to distract him. And 
though Mitch hates his father with a passion he also loves him otherwise he wouldn't need his approval so 
badly. It was the one thing Mitch craved and it was the one thing he would probably never get. Toby didn't 
need anyone's approval. Perhaps that was why his father respected him even if he didn't really care for him. 
Regardless, Dad was the one thing that could send both to the brink. A visit from him was the last thing 
either needed. Mercifully Mitch would be oblivious. Toby was already close to losing it. | doubted he wanted to 
rush home to get ready for his stay. 


"Don't tell me you don't have a maid Toby. | know you too well," | said, deciding to call his bluff. 
"I have to hide the contraband," he snapped, standing. 


"He's not staying at a hotel?" | asked, surprised. Toby had often said it would be a cold day in hell before his 


father ever darkened his doorstep let alone slept under his roof. 

"Of course he is. l'm not stupid but there no point in not being careful. All | need is for him to find a magazine 
or something. He'd have a heart attack" Toby looked down. Maybe he needed his father's approval after all. Or 
maybe it was old fashioned fear. Fear on Toby, it wasn't a good look. | hated seeming him this way. 

"That would be one problem solved. Well wait a second and I'll drive you home," | sighed. 

"That's okay. I'll call Pete," he replied anxiously. 


‘Its not a problem. Just let me find my shoes," | answered, lifting the bed spread and peering under. 


"No! | said I'll call Pete!" Toby shouted. | looked up startled. He was overwrought. | almost miss his emotional 
outbursts. 


"What's wrong Toby? All| did was offer to drive you home. That's the least | can do." 
"Yes, exactly! don't want to make a big deal out of this Shane!" Toby cried. 


Make a big deal? Mitch was practically dead. He could die! It was my entire fault. Even if he is married and lied 
to me, | don't want him dead! It's a big deal. It's a fucking nightmare! "Big deal? It already is a big deal Toby!" 


It was justsex! Break up sex!" he shouted 


| just stared at him, stunned. l'm such a fucking asshole. He was talking about last night. He was tearing himself 
up over last night. My big deal wasn't the same as his big deal. How could | be so fucking insensitive? "I 


thought you were talking about Mitch." Toby laughed. It was a cold, mirthless echo. He reached down and 
grabbed his coat from the chair. | didn't want him to think of it like that! | wasn't with Mitch. Mitch and | 
never really were from the looks of it. Besides | had horribly and unceremoniously kicked him to the curb two 
days ago. Yes, | still loved him. But | wasn't using Toby as a substitute. | had needed him. He had needed me or 
so | thought. "So that's what we're going to call it? Break up sex?" 


Toby wouldn't even look at me. "lve got to go. | let you know ifwhen Mitch wakes up," he replied. Then he ran 
from me. He literally ran from me. | watched from the window. He was still running when he slipped from view. 


| must need therapy. | keep making the same mistakes over and over again. 


| went downstairs and started the coffee. | realized that in my meltdown | had forgotten call Kevin and Todd. | 
quickly called each and let them know that Mitch was still unconscious but it was looking a little bit better. | 
sat down and drank a cup and started to head upstairs to shower when | realized | had no where to go. | had 
nothing to do. | sat back down and stared at the floor. The beer cans were still there in a crumpled heap. | 
gathered them up and tossed them in the trash. | flipped through the mail. | saw the pale cream envelope, my 
mother's stationary. It must be time for the annual appeal. | wondered what tragic circumstance she had 
concocted this time and just how much it would cost me. | dropped back on the counter. | was about to head 


upstairs and back to bed. 


| stared blankly at the wall and then at my throbbing hand. | had punched it and | wasn’t even conscious of 
doing it. But the throb and swell of my right hand was proof enough if the large hole in the plaster wasn't. | 
grabbed a dish towel and opened the freezer to fill it with ice. | was about to shove the door shut with my 
foot when something caught my eye. | dropped the towel, letting the ice scatter to the floor. | awkwardly 
moved the ice cream aside and gingerly picked up the picture. My Mitchie, my beautiful Mitchie. There was a 
sticky ring of chocolate covering half his naked body. | took a damp sponge and gently washed it off. | slipped it 
into the pocket of my sweats, went upstairs, got on my shoes and headed for the hospital. 


It took forever to get someone to look at my hand. | had forgot my wallet and had to go back and get it. Then | 
still had to wait hours. So much for the lifestyles of the rich and famous. After they splint three of my 
fingers and wrapped my wrist, | went up to see Mitch. | paused at the door. Mitch lay still in the bed. He 
hardly looked like him at all. | felt the sting of tears and shifted my gaze. Toby sat slumped in a chair sound 
asleep. His father sat next to him, reading a hunting magazine. | was about to step inside when | saw her. The 
dutiful wife propped up between two chairs, a ball of yarn resting on her bloated belly. She was knitting 
something for the baby, a blue blanket | think. It was the perfect picture of a concerned and caring family. It 
didn't matter if it was bullshit and lies. It was a picture in which | didn't fit. | left as quietly as | had arrived. | 
drove home, went upstairs, and took every prescription my fucked up head had afforded me. | took off my 
shoes, slipped into bed, and let that dreamless sleep swallow me. 


Steal My Sunshine 


Toby 

By the time | went to the airport to pick up my dad, | was exhausted. I'm never quite ready to deal with him 
no matter how rested | am. Of course the plane was late so | had to wait for him. It was just enough time for 
every assorted asshole on the planet to come up and bug me for an autograph. | don't usually mind it. It goes 
with the territory and | would be more unpleased if it never happened. But there are moments when everyone 
needs to be left alone. This was definitely one of those moments. | don't know if some people just can't pick up 
on it or if they simply don't care. But when this pimply little shit asked me if Mitch was dead yet | had had 
enough. | said some choice words. He's lucky | didn't claw his eyes out. Lucky for him, my father finally arrived. 
| want to rent a car," my dad stated as we waited at the baggage carousel. 

"Why?" | sighed. 

"Because | need a car," he replied 

"You don't need a car. | have a car," | said. 

‘I've seen how you drive. I'm renting a car," he answered, stepping between two old ladies to retrieve his bag. 
It's a waste of money," | argued. 

"My money to waste," Dad growled. 


"Then why the hell didn't you tell me? | wouldn't have had to drive all the way here!" | snapped. 


‘Somebody has to navigate," he answered, scanning the walkway for a car rental sign. That's my dad, better to 
spend hours wondering around looking than to ask one person directions. 


‘Its down there," | said, pointing. 

"No" 

"Yes, it is," | argued. 

"No, it isn't. How would you know?" he asked. 

"Because I've been here before and I've rented a car. Are we just going to stand here arguing about it?" 


"They could have moved it since then. When did you rent a car?" he asked. 


"| don't know, a few years back, but they haven't moved it! 

"You dont know that 

"They haven't moved itl km in and out of this airport all the time!" 
"Are we now? Well la de dal” 

"Oh for fuck sake! | give up!" | snapped. “tm going! 


"Don't you cuss at me you little fuck! I'll show you the what for!" he growled, his eyes narrowing. He looked like 
a cat about to pounce. He stopped and set his suitcase down. "There it is." 


"I told you!" 

"You weren't sure. Stay here. I'll be right back," he replied. 

"Dad, |." 

"Wait!" he ordered, then headed to the rental counter. | can't believe what an asshole he is. He's so fucking 
stubborn | sure wasn't going to stand there and wait for him. | picked up his suit case and deposited it by his 


side. 


"| drove here and since you insist on renting a car, I'll be going. You're staying at the Hilton. She'll give you 


directions," | said, pointing to the young woman at the counter. 

"| don't need directions," he replied. 

"You car will come equipped with a GPS but I'll be happy to pint up a map," the perky little brat chirped. 
"GPS? How about that!" my father grinned like an idiot. He was fucking hitting on the Hertz clerk! She was 
younger than me. How fucking disgusting can you get! "But | got my own GPS right here!" he said, tapping a 
finger to his forehead. 

"Take the map Dad," | said, rolling my eyes. 

"| don't need it" 


"Please?" 


"Aren't you from that band?" the Hertz clerk asked. 


"Yes and he'll take the map," | replied. 

"Can | have your autography?" She squealed. 

"Sure," | said. | looked over at my dad and smirked. She giggled and handed my dad the paperwork to sign 

"| can't wait to tell my roommate. She'll absolutely choke. She loves you! Can | get one for her too?" She asked. 
"Sure," | smiled. Anything to get this over with, | thought. 

"Here's your pen darlin," Dad grinned. 

"Thank you," she cooed. She shoved a piece of paper in my hand. "Make it out to Jamie." 


"You should give him your number Jamie. I'll make sure he gives ya a call," my father drawled, giving the poor 


girl a wink. 

"Here you go," | said, sliding the piece of paper towards her. 

Dad shoved a piece a paper at me. "Don't forget her friend!" 

"What's your friend's name?" | asked. 

"Laine. L-a-i-n-e," she spelled out, standing on her toes to watch me write. 
"There you go!" | said, sighing with relief. 

"Keys?" Dad asked. 


‘Oh, I'm sorry," she giggled, handed the keys over. "Take the elevator to level C. Give the Hertz valet the yellow 
sheet. Buh-byel” 


"| can't believe you were hitting on that poor girl," | said when we had reached the safety of the elevator. 
"Afraid of a little competition from the old man?" he asked, smirking. 
"She's hardly my type," | replied coolly. 


"No kidding," Dad said with a wry smile. He stared at me, his cool blue eyes never wavering and never showing 


a flicker of warmth. 


"You haven't even asked about Mitch," | said, looking down. 


If he was dead, l'm sure you would've already been caterwauling," he answered, continuing to stare at me. 


"Are you going to check in first or go straight to the hospital?" | asked. "If you want to go to the hospital, | 
can program the GPS for you." 


"The Hilton is too expensive." 

‘It won't cost you a thing. I'm paying for it," | sighed. He's such a cheap son of a bitch. 

"| guess we can go to the hotel first then," he answered. 

"Dad, | told you. | drove here. Use the map." 

"| can't. You signed it and gave it back to that girl," he laughed. And | wonder where Mitch gets it. 

Dad was aggravating but surprisingly well behaved, mainly because Mitch was unconscious. But he still had his 

moments. | introduced him to Ana. He took one look at her and then her belly and said, "You have a green card 
Maria?" 

"My name is Ana and | was born here! How about you old man?" She asked, her dark eyes shining. 

"tm American, born and breed," Dad huffed. 

"So? Mexico is a part of America Don't they teach you gringos Geography?" she asked with a sneer. 

"| know where Mexico is, and it looks like half of it's in this room," Dad answered, his gaze falling on Ana's two 

young children. He leaned forward, his face inches from the small boy. "Boo!" he shouted. The poor kid jumped a 


foot and ran behind his mother. Dad laughed. "There! He's white as a sheet! He can pass!" 


"Dadl" | shouted. | was never so embarrassed in my entire life. | was just glad Mitch was out cold because he 


would have been fighting, bandages and all. 


A nurse entered the room, her expression stern. "You will have to keep it down or I'm going to have to ask 


you to leave! And there are too many visitors. Some of you will have to gol" she snapped. 


Ana glared at my father. "You maybe the father but I'm the wife. We'll just wait and seel" she said. She 


extended her hands to her children and stomped out. 
"Jesus Dad, he's just a little kid. He wasn't bothering you," | hissed. 


"He's married to her?" Dad asked, making a face. 


"Apparently so," | replied. 
"Stupid shit! He never learns! Well I'm going out for a smoke." My father paused, considered Mitch a moment, 


and walked out. 


| don't know how | made it through those first few days. Ana and my father were at constant odds. | have to 
say she's got balls. | just might have underestimated her. She managed to shut my father up a few times. She 
even threatened to have him banned from Mitch's room. | heard about that for days. Todd and Kevin came by. 
They had never met my dad before. 

"I thought you guys were exaggerating. He really is a prick," Kevin whispered on their way out. 

It had been three days since | had seen or spoken to Shane. | was particularly surprised. Shane usually avoided 
whatever made him uncomfortable but | was surprised that nobody else had heard from him either. "I talked 
to him a few days ago. He called to update me on Mitch but that was Tuesday. You haven't talked to him?" 
Todd asked, leaning against the corridor wall. 

"No. Call him now," | said. 

"Why don't you call him?" Todd asked. | hate the way he always answers a question with a question 

"Because | can't. You call him," | insisted. 

"I know, let's get Mikey to call him. He calls everybody," Todd giggled. 


"You're fucking stoned!" | snapped. 


"Not muchmaybe Shane just wants to be left alone. Lick his wounds in private so to speak. Guys are like that," 


Todd replied. 
| know what guys are like! | am one you ass!" 


"Ohyeah. Sometimes | forget," Todd laughed. | reached over and pinched his arm hard and glared. "OUCH! Well 
you sure act like a girll" he yelped, rubbing his arm. "Fuck Toby! That hurt!" 


"Just call him!" 
"Okay! Okay! Keep your panties on Gertrude!" Todd replied. He flipped open his phone and dialed. After a few 
moments, he began to speak. "Hey dude! Todd We were wondering where you are buddy. So gives us a call" He 


closed his phone, looked at me and shrugged his shoulders. 


"Lets go to his house," | said. 


"No! Why? Look did you guys fight again?" Todd asked. 
"We had sex," | whispered. 
Todd turned a ripe shade. "Okay, didn't need to know that!" 


"We had sex and then we fought, sort of," | whispered, keeping a sharp eye out for my dad. "I told him it was 
break up sex." 


"But you broke up ages ago’ 

"Will you shut up?" | asked, irritated 

"Sorry! Didn't know you were performing a monologue!" 

"Stop being fucking smart! Im really worried about him!" | cried. 


"Alrightbut if he gets pissed, l'm leaving you there!" 


| stopped the car at Shane's front gate. "Go buzz his intercom!" | ordered. 
"Why not you?" Todd complained. 
"Because he won't answer if its mel” | exclaimed. Todd can really work my last nerve. 


"Fuck! You know we should change the band's name to “Two Queens Bitching and the Poor Bastards that have 


to watch!" Todd got out and buzzed the intercom. There was no answer. "He's not home. Let's gol" 
"Try again!" | said. Todd tried again, still no answer. 

"Sool" 

"I'm climbing the fence!" | cried, climb out of the car. 

Todd laughed. "Come one Toby. Lets just go. He wants to be alone!" 

"Nol" | started to climb. 

"Alright! Get downl I'll open the gate!" Todd said. 


"And how are you going to do that?" | asked, sneering. 


"Just get down and I'll show you," he replied. | dropped down and Todd went over to a metal box by the gate. 
He reached his hand under and the gate sprung open. "See!" 


"How did you do that?" | asked as we climbed back into my car. 


"Its magic," he lisped. "I'm a fucking genius. You might not know this Tobias, but | have an IQ of ITO. Besides | 
have the same system at home," he grinned. When we reached the top of the drive, | saw Shane's car. The 


drive side door was open. Todd hopped out and checked the car. "Well, the battery is dead” 


‘lm going in," | said, before bolting for the door. It was thankfully unlocked. Most of the house was dark. There 
was a faint glow of light coming from the den. | was scared. | didn't know what | would find back there and | 


didn't want to go in alone. | looked back towards the front door. Todd, the shit had stayed outside. | ran back. 


"Todd, come here!" 

"No! This isn't a good idea Toby!" 

"What if he's dead or dying? You'd do nothing?" | shouted. 

‘Maybe we should call the police," Todd suggested. 

"Fine. Fuck you Todd! | now know what kind of friend you are!" | turned back. 


"Wait! Okay! Damn it! How did | let you drag me into this," Todd grumbled following behind. We crept down the 
hall towards the den. | stopped short of the door. Todd sighed and inched forward and peered into the room. He 
rushed forward, nearly tripping. | moved to the doorway. Shane was sprawled on the floor in front of the TV, 
bottles of pills lined up next to him; an empty bottle of vodka lay on its side. 


"Fuck! Shane!" | screamed. Todd reached for his wrist and felt for a pulse. He then bent forward and felt his 


neck. | was frozen. | couldn't move. | couldn't even fucking breath. This couldn't be happening. 


"Shane! Hey buddy! Wake up!" Todd sat him up and shook him by the shoulders. Shane moaned, his head rolled 
to the side and he proceeded to puke all over Todd. "Fucking great!" Todd cried backing up. 


Shane lifted his head, holding Todd in his bleary gaze. "Well, you should have moved," he slurred. | was so 
relived, | started to laugh and cry. 


"He's fucking drunk! And my favorite shirt! You dick," Todd laughed. "He's all yours Gertrude. I'm going to hose 
off and call a cab." Todd shook his head and headed down the hall in search of the bathroom and a clean shirt. 


| cleaned up the mess and cleaned up Shane. At least the best | could. He positively stank He was wearing the 
same ratty sweats he was wearing the other night. | doubted he had showered in awhile either. | took his little 
pill stash and hid it. Disposed of all the empty bottles and brought him some water. "Have some water Shane." 


Shane opened his eyes, turned his head and looked at me. He squinted his left eye shut and leaned forward. | 


had never seen him so drunk. "It's all my fault" 


"What is?" | asked 


"Mitchit's all my fault. If he dies, it's all my fault," Shane said. Tears slowly began to slide down his cheeks. 


Its not all your fault Shane," | sighed. "Mitch did this to himself. He did crap like this before he even knew you 


existed." 


"Nol It's my fault. My uncle fucked me when | was a kid and now I've killed Mitch and it's all my fault," Shane 
sobbed. He might have said something else. | didn't hear. | was in shock | looked over at the flickering TV 


screen. Shane had been watching “Eternal Sunshine of the Spotless Mind". It was one of his favorite movies. 


The Mitching Hour 


They nailed me as soon as | walked out the door. Actually | wasn't walking. | was wheeled out which is stupid 
because there was nothing wrong with my legs. | can walk just fine. It really pissed me off because | was ready 
to go at seven am. | was sick of the place. Nothing like being trapped, surrounded by family. If Dad wasn't 
telling me what a fuck up | was, Toby was giving me his Mr. Superior stare while talking on his cell phone. And 
when ever we're alone, Ana starts crying and goes on and on about getting an AIDS test. | don't fucking have 
AIDS for Christ sake. | hit a tree not every fag in West Hollywood. Since | can't open my mouth | have to just 
sit there and listen or write my response down. There are a hundred or so pieces of paper at some dump with 
| don't have AIDS" and "I'm not gay" written on them. So | was really ready to get the hell out of there, but | 
had to wait for this ‘male’ nurse Gary to show me how to clean my teeth while they're wired shut. He finally 
shows up around ten and you know what he has? A fucking water pick, that's what! Like | need some fag to 
show me how to use a water pick And his hands smelled like artificial fruit flavoring. You know like Bubble Yum 
or something, which is kinda funny when you think about it. 


Then | had to wait for Dr. Mann, who is a chick by the way, to come and take out the stitches in my chin 
Then | had to wait for some other doctor who shows up and hands me a pair of wire cutters. | have to carry 
them around with me at all times so in case | start to choke, | can cut the wires holding my jaw shut. What 
the hell do they think l'm going to choke on? | have to eat through a straw for Christ sake! What | can't figure 
out is why one guy couldn't have done all three. These people go to college, right? Hell I've removed my own 
stitches before and any girl over twelve could've shown me a better use for a water pick. And lets face it, if 
l'm dumb enough to choke on my own saliva! should die. So by the time all those yahoos did they're bullshit, 
and | had signed all their stupid paper work, it was around two thirty in the afternoon, way past the doughnut 


hour. 


So the orderly wheels me out the front door, Ana and my dad in toe. | stand up and take maybe two steps 
when | hear "Mitch Dunnock", and fuck me, like an idiot | turn around. | knew it was a cop. He had that official 


just took a bite out of a turd tone. "You're under arrest. You have the right to remain silent.” 


Do | look like | can talk, is all | can think | would have bolted but five weeks in a hospital bed had done me in. | 
wasn't going to run very far. So one asshole is reading me my rights and the other one is cuffing me and my 
dad, he says, "Need any help boys?" The fucker! | swear if | were on America's Most Wanted, he'd call in and 
tell them where | was and not even take the reward. Fucking me over would be reward enough for him, the 
fucking fucker. Ana was in hysterics and swearing at the cops in Spanish. Then she wrapped her arms around 
me and wouldn't let go when the cops were trying to put me in the back of the cruiser. Of course they totally 
freaked out because she's eight months pregnant. They know I'm no deadbeat. They hurt my pregnant wife and 
| have the money to sue their ass. It was hysterical. The only thing missing was Toby prancing around having a 


hissy. 


So the cops are trying to figure what to do when my dad grabs Ana by the arms and yanks her back hard. So 


hard in fact, that she trips and falls. She starts screaming, holding her belly. If | weren't so weak, if there 
weren't two cops holding me, he would be one dead mother fucker right now. One cop shoves me in the back of 
the car while the other one runs into the hospital to get help. | never felt so useless in my entire life. All | 
could do is kick the door and watch. A couple of dudes in scrubs came out and helped Ana onto a gurney and 
wheeled her inside. And did these cops arrest my dad? Hell no! He started hemming and hawing and showed him 
his sheriff's badge and they didn't do shit but shake his hand. | should kill him. If l'm going to jail it might as 
well be worth it. When car pulls away all | can do is turn around and watch the hospital recede in the distance. 
There wasn't a thing | could do, not a fucking thing. 


So they booked me for driving under the influence, reckless driving, and trying to evade arrest. Excuse me, but 
shouldn't reckless driving and drunk driving be the same thing. Talk about double dipping. They finger printed me 
and took a mug shot. It will undoubtedly make a lovely cover for the next issue of the National Enquirer. Thank 
God Brad Pitt is nailing Angelina Jolie. I'm total b list compared to that. Then again it would be worth being on 
the cover of the National Enquirer to nail her. They searched me and took away the wire cutters, which just 
foiled my plans to escape as they ended up putting me in a holding cell made of concrete and glass. | sat there 
for seven hours. My jaw fucking hurt and | was starving. Around dinner time they bring this sandwich filled 
with this gray crap that was peanut butter and jelly mixed together. Even if | could eat it | wouldn't have. It 
was fucking rank. Toby finally bothers to bail me out around nine pm, the prick 


"Well you're a father.again," Toby said as we walked to his car. | stopped and looked at him. | hated not being 
able to talk. | gestured for him to tell me more. "Ana's okay and so is the baby, but he's a bit small” 


| couldn't help but smile. | knew it was going to be a boy but | didn't want to jinx it by thinking of the baby as 
a he till ‘he’ got here. A girl would have been cool but a boy can play baseball. Then | got worried because he 
was early. | was going to kill my father if anything was wrong with him. 


"They have him in an incubator but he should be okay. | suppose you want to go see him," Toby sighed. 


‘Of course | want to see him, you asshole," | managed to hiss through clenched teeth. It came out sounding 


thick and with a lisp but l'm pretty sure he got my meaning. 
As we were pulling out of the parking lot, Toby's phone rings. He flips it open and | glance at the illuminated 
caller ID. It was Shane's number. My body went ice cold. 


"Hi, | can't really talk right now," Toby said, glancing at me. 


| could hear Shane's voice on the other end. My stomach knotted. | wanted to puke. Now | know why they gave 


me those wire cutters. | placed my hand on my pocket to make sure they were still there. 
"Mmm hmm. l'll be by later, okay? Bye," Toby replied. 


| couldn't help myself. | grabbed the phone. | wanted to yell ‘Fuck You' but | had to settle for throwing out my 


open window. | looked back, watching it bounce twice before a green Honda Civic ran over it. 


"Well that's just fucking great Mitch!" Toby snapped. | flipped him off and glared. "Thats real mature. Here you 
have a new life that's depending on you and you're acting like a child! And you wonder why l'm not delighted? 
God help him." 


"Why are you talking to him," | growled A wave of pain surged through my jaw. 


"You're not supposed to talk! And | have every right to speak to Shane if | wish. He was my boyfriend 
remember?" Toby replied sharply. 


| didn't say anything for awhile. What was | going to say? "He was my boyfriend too." Just thinking about made 
me sickand mad. He dumped me. ‘Was' was the operative word. He dumped me and he didn't care. He didn't even 


come to see me. "He didn't come to see me." Again, it came out sounding distorted and my mouth ached. 


"You are going to screw up your jaw if you keep trying to talk" Toby let out one of his deep, exaggerated 
sighs. "You want to know why he didn't come to see you, Mitch? Because he couldn't, because he was three 
floors up in the Psych-ward. He had a fucking nervous breakdown because of you. That's what you do to 


people. You drive them nuts. You destroy just about everything and everyone you come in contact with." 
| looked at him in disbelief. They were fucking with me again. | glared, shaking my head. 


Its true Mitch. If you don't believe me, ask Todd. He helped me take him to the hospital. And this is it Mitch. 
I've had it. | mean it this time. I'm can't take it any more. | can't stand by and watch you try and obliterate 
everyone | love, including yourself. After tonight, | don't want to see you again. Not till you get some help and 
get sober. In fact | don't want to see you until you've been sober for sometime." 


| couldn't tell if he was saying this crap to torture me or if it was really true. But why would he go on about 
Todd and Shane being in the hospital if it weren't? | never wanted to hurt Shane. He hurt me. He dumped me. | 
didn't do anything. Why did | feel like it was my fault? 


"If you ever gave a shit about Shane, if you ever really loved him, then prove it! Prove it by leaving him the 
hell alone. You've done enough damage already!" Toby gave the coldest look His eyes were likemy dad's. He 
hated me, really hated me. | knew then that for the first time he was serious. Toby really did want to never 
see me again. 


He stopped the car in front of Cedar-Sinai hospital. He opened his wallet and handed my two hundred dollar bills. 


"That should be enough for a cab to wherever you want to go," he said. | climbed out of the car and watched 
it pull away. Toby never looked back. | went inside to see my boy. 


An hour later | was still standing, my face pressed up against the glass, gazing at Jose Dunnock. It sounded 
ridiculous. There was no way | was calling him Jose. Joe would be okay. He was so tiny and not fat like a baby 
should be. He was covered with a thin layer of white hair. The nurse said it would go away. He had long gangly 
limbs. He looked like a little monkey. | should have been able to protect him. Toby was right. Poor Joe, not even 
a day old and | had already failed him. 


This ls the End, My Friend 


| was really angry, at both Toby and Todd. | don't know what they were thinking dragging me to the hospital like 
that. Okay I've been drinking a lot lately and | took a few too many pills for my headache. I've been going 
through a lot lately. | needed some sleep. | wasn't like | was trying to kill myself like Toby told the doctor. | 
expect this kind of overreaction from him. He always blows things way out of proportion but | would expect 
Todd to use some fucking common sense. Being locked in the nut house isn't exactly something | wanted on my 
resume. | told Toby as much. 


‘It's not the nut house. It's not even the Psych ward. It's the observation unit," he replied | can tell you that 
made me feel a lot better. And he uses such a condescending tone. | can see why Mitch always mimicked him 
when he handed him a similar line of bullshit. H's all you can do not to wring his neck. | was ready to do much 
more to him when they did move me to the Psych ward three days later. They said | posed a danger to 
myself. | said bullshit and was signed myself out. | wasn't home but three hours when | got a blinding headache. 
Toby, the bastard, had hidden or worse, thrown out all my medication | called Toby and demanded he tell me 


where they were. 

"I have them but | won't bring them to you unless you let me take you back to the hospital," he responded. 
‘lm not Mitch, Toby. You can't blackmail me, you fucking little cunt," | swore, before hanging up. | called the 
pharmacy to refill my prescription. They called me back twenty minutes later to say my refill had been denied. 
The hospital must have called my doctor. There's nothing worse than being backed into a corner, except being 
backed into a corner by your ex-lover. But after another hour and a half of excruciating pain, | called Toby 


and cried ‘uncle’. Little did | know, how ironic my word choice. 


Toby showed up forty minutes later and dropped two little pills in my hand. | grabbed them and gulped them 


down with a bottle of water. "You aren't really going to make me go are you?" | asked when | was finished. 


"See, the Shane | know and love wouldn't go back on his word," Toby answered. His voice was bitchy but his 


brow was in furrowed concern. 

"Toby, you can't possibly believe that | really belong there? Do you?" | cried. 
"You tried to kill yourself. So yes, | do." 

"| didn't try to kill myself," | snapped. 

"Maybe not consciously but unconsciously you were!" 


‘Oh so you're a shrink now? Give me a fucking break! | was a little drunk is all," | complained. 


"A little drunk? You were fucking shit faced Shane! You were in worse shape than Mitch was when he crashed 
his car! You could have choked on your own vomit! Is that how you want to go? As asad, pathetic Rock 
clich.?" Toby asked, his voice rising. 


"I told the doctor and | told you, it was an accident. | had a terrible headache. | had a little too much to drink 
and | must have forgotten that | had already taken some. It doesn't always work right away.’ 


"Cut the crap Shane!" Toby snapped back. "Remember who you're talking too. | know you too well, maybe not as 
well as | thought but better than anyone else. You don't make mistakes like that." 


"Not as well as you thought? What the fuck is that suppose to mean?" | asked angrily. My head was throbbing 
at a murderous pace. | wasn't sure how much more of this shouting | could take, even though | was the one 


doing the shouting. 


"Nothing..fine! Don't go Shane! Forgive me for being concerned for your welfare! All! know is that something is 
wrong, and next time you might not be so lucky. Next time | might not be so luck," he said. Big, fat tears began 


to roll down his cheek. He knows it can't take it when he cries. 


"There won't be a next time Toby. | swear. Don't get upset. You're not being fair. You know | can't stand to see 
you cry." 
"Not fair?" Toby replied, laughing through his tears. "What's fair about having the two people you love the 


most betray you? Or what's fair about having those same two people out there trying to kill themselves? 
What if Mitch doesn't make it? What if you had died? I'd be all alone Shane!" 


"You wouldn't be alone. You have lots of people that care about you. Besides, | didn't die," | said. Toby wiped 


away the tears and mutely stared at the wall. "Toby, come on. l'm not crazy." 


"| never said you were crazy Shane," Toby sighed. "I said something is wrong and | think you could use some 


help sorting it out. Just go for a week. If you really hate it, then you can leave. Just try, for me." 
It always amazes me how he manages to get me to do what he wants even when I'm adamantly against it. | 
used to think it was his sway over my libido but now | realize it runs much deeper. | stuffed a pair of sweats, 


a couple of t-shirts and my toothbrush into a paper sack and climbed into his car. 


We said nothing for most of the trip back. Toby was incredibly quiet but | wasn't exactly in the talking mood 
myself. Needless to say, | was totally unprepared for what he had to say when he finally did speak. 


"Why didn't you ever tell me?" Toby asked barely above a whisper. 


"Tell you what?" | asked, not even really paying attention 


"Why didn't you ever tell me about your uncleabout what happened?" Toby asked. | sat silently, trying to pray 
my way into another plane of existence, someplace quiet and as far away from that question as | could get. 
"Shane? Are you going to answer me?" His voice was quiet and even, there was no malice but his question 


burned all the same. 


Its not the kind of thing one brings up in conversation if you know what | mean," | finally managed to say. 


After a moment | said, "How did you find out? Did your two faced brother Tell you?" 


"Mitch knows?" Toby gasped. "You told him and you wouldn't tell me?" He gripped the steering wheel and blinked 
back another round of tears. 


"I didn't tell him! told him but | was drunk. He found out the same way you did from the sound of it," | 


answered, 


"But Shane, we were together eight years! That's a marriage! How could you not tell me something 


soimportant? Didn't you trust me?" Toby sobbed. 
‘Of course | trusted you. | still trust you. Its not that," | sighed, rubbing my temples. 


"Then what? I've told every dark, painful secret Shane. Didn't you think | would care? When | think about it, it 
breaks my heart." 


"So don't think about it!" | snapped. 


| see that's really worked for you Shane!" Toby cried "Now everything makes sense. How quiet and 
uncommunicative you get. How you always hide me from your family. How you don't talk to them. Jesus Shanel 


How long have you been carrying this around? Did you ever get any counseling? Do you're parents even know?" 


"If | wanted to talk to you about it | would have. It should be obvious even now that | still don't care to discuss 


it with youl" | shouted, We fell back into silence but it was hardly blissful. 


Toby pulled into a parking space, cut the engine and turned to me. | refused to look at him but | didn’t open the 
door. | knew if he had something to say, there was no getting around it. He'd make me listen eventually. "| want 
you to know that if | had known! never would have make such a big deal out ofall this time | thought it was 
me, that you just didn't want me to top. When | think how | must have hurt you." Toby broke off mid- 


sentence and Turned away. 
Its alright. It's not your fault Toby. It's mine. Well if I'm going to go, | should go," | replied. 


"Share, listen to me! It is not your fault! None of it! Not Mitch crashing his car or that fucking creep touching 
youl You can't help what other people do! Mitch already had three DUI convictions! And your uncle.you where a 
kid! He was sick and twisted but very much an adult! It wasn't your fault!" Toby's words began to run 

together. My head was throbbing and spinning. | opened the car door and leaned out, puke hitting the asphalt in 


waves. 


When my stomach was finally empty, | sat up and wiped my mouth with a stray napkin found in Toby's glove 
compartment. "Let's just get this over with." 


That was four weeks ago. | have to say if you have a headache the nut house is the place to go. You start to 
look forward to when they come around with the little Dixie cup filled with pills. Funny how they took away my 
medications only to feed me all sorts of goodies here. It's scary how quickly you can get used to a place like 


this. 


It definitely has its downside though, like the other patients. There's this one lady, she's got to be in her late 
forties, that's obsessed with touching my hair. She will creep up behind me and then starts stroking it, giggling 
the entire time. | about soiled myself the first few times she did it. The nurse would just say, "Now stop that 
Nettie. He doesn't like that” Then there was this young girl who seemed perfectly normal until she started 
telling me how the aliens helped her sister impregnate her with fish ovum. It was a short conversation. | spent 
most of my time in my room. | couldn't help but be afraid that | would leave here really crazy. Unfortunately 
staying in my room didn't please my ‘team’. The little euphuisms people come up with, it would be funny if it 
weren't so fucking sad. 


| finally got a referral for an ‘outside’ shrink and they carted me over there three times a week. At two 
hundred and ninety-five dollars an hour, he should provide a meal as well. | said as much and he stared at me 
blankly. Psychiatrists never have a sense of humor, as my mother used to say. Of course he asked me a lot 


of questions about her, which | thought was a bit outdated. They stopped blaming mommy in the Eighties. 


It was weird knowing Mitch was just a few floors down, still in a coma. | worried about him and | missed him. | 
can imagine what he'd say if he knew where | was. Insane Shane, Shane's insane. He'd have a field day in here, 
free and legal drugs and all sorts of poor souls to torment. | can just see it. "Come here Nettie. Stroke this!" 
he would say. | spent a lot of time thinking about what he would say or do in a particular situation | guess it 


kept me from missing him so much. 

Todd and Toby came to visit me. | made them promise not to tell Kevin where | was. The fewer people who 
knew the better. | was a bit nervous about having Todd visit but Toby swore that he didn't know anything, 
that he thought it was just over Mitch. Todd was subdued, but he did laugh good-naturedly when Nettie came 
by to pet him. | guess she has a thing for blondes. Toby stayed after Todd left. 

"I thought you might want to know that Mitch woke up," Toby said, watching me carefully. 


‘Ils he alright? | mean will he be alright?" | asked. 


"He was never alright but he'll be back to the same old shit in no time. They said he can go home in a week," 


Toby replied. 


"Did he ask about me?" | asked. 


"He can't talk, thank God. He's jaw is wired shut. | can imagine how much he would be complaining already if he 


could," he laughed. | mustered a smile. "Shane, you know it would have never worked in the long run" 
"How do | know that?" | asked 

"ts Mitch!" 

"He was different," | replied 


"Sure. That's why he lied to you. Thats why you didn't know he was married until his pregnant wife came 
through the door. Look | love Mitch and | know that he can be very sweet and very charming. He may not 
even have meant to hurt you. | don't even think he can even help himself. But he's bad for you. You are bad 
for each other. I'm not just being bitchy. It has nothing to do with being jealous. | say it because it's true. Look 
at your life Shane. Take a good look All of this started crashing down when you and he started messing around. 
Just because there's passion and maybe even love between you two doesn't mean you should be together. 
Granted there was other stuff, but here you are, both of you, in a hospital. Doesn't that tell you something?" 
Toby asked 


"Its not that simple," | replied. 


"It never is. Mitch is married He's about to become a father. He won't give that up, not for anything or 
anyone. If you were to ask him if he would give up everything, the money the fame, everything he's done in 
the last twelve years, just to have Sophie he do it without blinking an eye. He'd get castrated before he'd give 
up this one. And I'm sure Ana isn't just going to hand it over to him so he can go play house with you. You 
could be his soul mate, his one true love and it wouldn't matter. l'm not telling you this to be mean. | don't 
want you to get hurt. | don't want him to get hurt. Mitch has never gotten over not being able to be a father 
to his daughter. Would you really ask him to give up another child just to be with you?" Toby asked. 


What could | say? Everything Toby said did make sense. It had been a rocky road with Mitch from the start, 
and he did lie to me. | wasn't even sure if his feelings for me where even genuine. | couldn't even be sure if 
Mitch even knew or understood what he felt for me. Mitch was essential straight. He wasn't designed for this 
kind of relationship. | never really thought it through. Mitch wanted kids and he couldn't have that with a man. 
Besides the idea of the two of us raising a child was absurd even if it is possible. | couldn't really offer him 
what he wanted most. In the end, he would resent me. And | would probably end up resenting him for wanting 
and needing something different. 


| was discharged a couple of days later. It just about killed me but | didn't go to see Mitch at the hospital once 
| got out. | relied on Toby's daily reports and | was careful not to ask for too much information. Toby stayed 
with me but he slept on the couch. | guess he was still paranoid I'd kill myself, an idea | never really 
entertained in the first place. | think he just wanted a reason not to spend time with his dad. It was nice to 


have him there though. Going to the shrink and Toby were all | had to fill my time at this point. 


| had no idea Mitch was getting out of the hospital today. If | had | never would have suggested we go to the 
beach. | needed to get out and Toby said he needed a break from his father. So | took him surfing with me. We 
left early in the morring. | surfed and Toby watched. We stopped and had lunch, then drove around Malibu 
looking for a beach house Toby was thinking of buying. His cell phone rang around four pm, just as we were 


getting on the freeway. 


"Waitwhat happened?" Toby asked. | looked over at him. He had that pinched look he gets when ever he speaks 
to his father. "Where did they take him?..When did this happen?..Why didn't you go and bail him out?.| know he 
deserves it, that's not the point dad! Let me talk to Ana.What? When? Is she okay?..Never mind! I'll be there as 


soon as | can" 


Toby flipped his phone shut and looked grim. "What's wrong?" | asked when he didn't offer details. My stomach 
tightened at thought that something might have happened to Mitch. | thought he might have fallen back into a 


coma or something. 
"They arrested Mitch as he was leaving the hospital," Toby replied. 
"Today? He got out today? Why didn't you say something?" | asked. 


"Because | didn't want to tempt you. | know how you think," he answered. "Any way when they were arresting 


him there was some kind of scuffle." 
"Is he okay? Did they hurt him? What about his jaw?" | asked, alarmed. 
"He's fine but Ana went into early labor." 


| didn't say anything. | desperately tried to push all unholy thoughts from my mind. This child was apart of 
Mitch. It may be what lies between me and him but | wish nothing more than it be healthy. | knew that if Ana 
where to lose that child, Mitch would be lost as well. After Toby left for the hospital | went up to my 
bedroom. | have this puzzle box. My parents took me to Disneyland on my ninth birthday. | was fixated on 
magic at the time. There was this magic store in New Orleans Square and my father gave me twenty dollars 
to buy whatever | wanted. | took nearly an hour to decide but | finally chose the puzzle box. It's the only 
memento | have of my childhood. All the sides slide off to reveal hidden compartments but you have to do it 
in just the right order or it jams, thus the name. | deftly slide it open It had hid my various secrets through 
a life time. | pulled out the picture, my marically grinning cowboy. | knew one way or another I'd never see the 
real thing again. 


Epilogue 


Author's Notes: 
And so ends my tale of woe, and my three very naughty Romeos. The Black Fulcrum Brotherhood and | bid you 


a very fond adieu! 


Epilogue 
Toby 


| can't believe it's been almost two years since that fateful tour. | kind of miss it. l'm glad we'll be back at 
soon. There's nothing like playing live. Mitch always called me an applause whore. | want to know what 
performer isn't. And what's the point of creating a work of art if you cant see others enjoy it. OF course five 
months from now I'll probably be complaining about it, the relentless grind, the crappy food, and the cramped 
tour bus. But then again maybe not, there'll be a hell of a lot less headaches without Mitch. It was strange 
recording without him though. No Mitch dragging in late or arguing with me. I'm glad sibling rivalry is no longer 
a part of my creative process. But there was a small part of me, a very small part that wanted to hear him 


whine, "It's too fucking slow. | want to rock!" Just once more, for old time's sake. 


Its the guilt clouding my thinking. | know where he is and | know how miserable he probably is but if he were 
here, | would be wishing he wasn't. Still | feel bad for him even if he did bring it on himself. For once he didn't 
get away with it. | hope he learns from this but I'm sure that's wishful thinking on my part. | went to see Ana 
| felt bad about what happen with my dad. | should have been there to make sure something like this didn't 
happen, but | needed a break. | just wanted to make sure she was okay and had money. | could see Mitch 
forgetting to take care of things like that. Responsibility isn't in his vocabulary. There is little doubt in my mind 
now that the kid is Mitch's. The first thing he did when | held him was puke on me and | swear he was 
laughing. | don't care what Ana said, gas bubble my ass. That child was laughing at me with that same gleeful 
twinkle as his father. And | hope he provides his father with years of grief. If hell-raising is genetic, Mitch is 
in for quite a ride. But knowing Mitch, he'll probably teach him how. 


At least Shane is doing much better, or he seems to be. It can never really tell with him. He's a little more 
talkative but he is by no means baring his soul to me. | think the shrink is helping. Or it could be the 
antidepressants. | never liked the idea of solving your problems with a pill but if it works, | won't complain. He's 
not having as many headaches which | take as a very good sign. | know Shane is still in love with Mitch. He 
almost never mentions him, a sure sign that he's still thinking about him. I'll just have to hope that time and 
distance heal that wound. 


The biggest shock of my life, | actually met his parents. Fuck! | have little doubt as to why Shane is an only 
child His father stuck it to her once and it fell off from the frigid cold. | have never met a colder person in 
my life. She makes Nancy Regan look cuddly. Poor Shane, growing up with that. Todd probably has more 


maternal instinct than that woman. She actually had the gall to look at me with distain, her with the cheap 
knock off Vuitton bag. It took every ounce of restraint | had not to give her a piece of my mind, the bitch. 
Shane said he was proud of me. He was so nervous he chewed his fingers till they bleed. He definitely gets 
that from his dad. The poor guy was so timid he was afraid of his own shadow and terrified of his wife. She's 
a vampire and has sucked away his will to live. | swear to God, | asked him a question and he answered, "I don't 
know.Anne, what do we think about that?" What do we' think about that! Jesus Christ! Mr. McClure grow some 
balls! 


Shane and | still spend a lot of time together. We even occasionally tumble into bed. Hell everybody needs sex 
and better to have it with someone you know, love, and trust than someone you barely know and probably 


loathe. | still love him and | think | always will Will we ever get back what we had? Only time will tell. 


Shane 


| finally granted Toby one of his fondest wishes. No, not that one. | took him home to meet my parents. He 
delighted in seeing my childhood home, baby pictures, and the ribbon | won in regional spelling bee in fifth 
grade. He wasn't as delighted with my parents, but he behaved admirably. Though I'm not so sure how well he 
would have behaved if he wasn't constantly fretting that I'd lose it. | could tell he and my mother were just 
dying to claw each other's eyes out. She really got to him. Funny, since my shrink says that they are both a 
lot alike. They are both controlling bitches, true enough but Toby is far from cold. | think it's his great passion 
for everything that drew me to him in the first place. Toby isn't indifferent to anything. His extreme nature 
can be exhausting but in the end | wouldn't have him any other way. Besides | love him so | have to take him 


the way he is. 


He had found a pair of Mitch's jean in the laundry, the pair of jeans. "Who the hell do these belong to?" he 
asked suspiciously. He is so jealous even though we have both agreed that we are not ‘together’ and | know he 


is sleeping around. 
"They're Mitch's," | replied. 
"Mitch never wears jeans!" he cried as if he had caught me in a huge lie. 


"He does for me," | answered wickedly. That shut him up and interestingly enough | have never seen those 
jeans again. | think he clings to me out of habit. | caught him the other day checking out Todd's ass. | called 
him on it and he hotly denied it but the tops of his ears burned bright red! And sweet, innocent, and nave 
Todd, he thinks Toby is constantly bugging him because Mitch is gone. Todd is a bright guy but completely 
oblivious. Either that or he chooses to ignore the barely disguised glances and blatant innuendo. | told Toby he 


was barking up the wrong tree. 
"| don't have the faintest idea what you are talking about," he cried with feigned indignation 


"Just leave the flipping straight boys to me," | replied | miss Mitch but | have to admit it's getting easier. | 


wrote him a letter. | figured he would be having a rough time of it and would appreciate a letter. | was 
surprised that he wrote me back. He said he was sorry that he had ‘concealed the truth from me’ and that 
he never meant to hurt me. He also said he hoped | was doing better. He talked a lot about his son. Mitch is 
very proud of him. What | noticed most was what he didn’t say. | couldn't fault him. There was a lot of 
sadness between the lines. | kept writing him. | would never tell Toby since the one letter he wrote was sent 
back unopened. Every few months he writes me back. | suspect its because he's lonely and has a lot of time 


on his hands. | haven't told him that we recorded the album without him. Why add to his misery? 


| wasn't very enthusiastic to go into the studio but the album is great. Toby has done it again. We have spent 
the last few months breaking in a new guitarist. He's not bad, but really young and quiet. Tomorrow we shot 
our third video off the album and then it's off to tour. To be honest | only stayed because of Toby. | think 
with Mitch gone, if | left too, he couldn't have taken it. | know he misses him even if he acts like he's glad to 


be done with him. | wanted to be here for him and for Black Fulcrum's swan song. 


| kept up with the shrink for Toby as well. The guy drives me more nuts if you ask me. Why bring up all the 
old stuff? What good does it do? | had a miserable childhood. Lots of people did. | don't want to remember 
most of it let alone dwell on it. He always suggests | ‘invite my parents to a ‘session’. | can't think of a worse 
idea. Locked in a room with Anne and lan discussing feelings, isn't that the ninth circle of Dante's Inferno? l'm 
an adult. | never see them. Mother about had a stroke when | came to visit. There's no point in dragging them 
into it. Thank God for the tour! At least eight months without Dr. Shipley. | miss the solitude of my unexplored 
psyche. 


Mitch 


Jail sucks! And if that isn't the fucking understatement of my life, let me be struck blind They fucking threw 
the book at me. | knew | was in trouble the minute | saw the judge was a chick Those female judges are 
bitches. This one's mouth was watering at the thought of sending a guy like me away. So | plead guilty to the 
DUI and the reckless driving and they dropped the evading arrest. Either way | was doing time. You could tell 
she was real pissed that it didn't go to trial. She must have fancied herself the next Judge Ito or something. 
Like Court TV is going to bother with some stupid drunk driving case. It's not like | killed someone. Okay, | 
murdered a fucking oak. And my poor Chevelle. You should have heard her! 


"Mr. Dunnock, you have had a second chance, a third chance, and a fourth. | see nothing left to do.” 


Bitch! | said it to, but not till after she handed down my sentence. She was pissed off. She needs some guy to 
fuck her good or something. But | sure and hell am not offering to do the job. I'm glad | took the deal though. 
This way | only got a year, plus a $100,000.00 fine, and | lost my drivers license for three fucking years! How 
the hell am | going to live in LA without driving | ask you? | can't. It's stupid. My dad always said I'd end up 
doing time. He should be happy now. | guess it could be worse. | could be doing five years in prison. Jail is bad 
enough. There are some dudes here that would scare the crap out of the devil. So far I've managed to keep 
my ass out of the thick of things if you get my meaning. Lucky for me Ana's cousin is a Nortes and they're 
kind of protecting me, which is really pissing off the woodpile and the brothers but whatever it takes to get 


out of here in one piece. 


Ana won't come visit me. | don't blame her. | really don't want her to see me here any way. They say the guys 
that don't have family are the ones that do poorly in jail but | don't care. | told her she could have a divorce if 
she wanted it but she said no. | don't know if it will work when | get out or not. | don't know what's worse, 
sleeping with a guy you shouldn't want to be with, or having a wife that doesn't want to be with you. | don't 
know. | guess | shouldn't have married her. It seemed like a good idea at the time. Ana said that Toby came to 
visit her and Joey spit up on him. That's my boy! Toby is a fucker and | hate him. He sent me a letter and | 
knew it would be full of his preachy holier than thou crap. So | sent it back | never heard from him again. I've 
been here seven months. Some brother! And | have a pretty good idea why. l'm pretty sure they are working 


on the album without me. Who needs them any way? 


Shane wrote me a few times. | wrote one letter telling him to fuck off but | just couldn't send it. | don't want 
to send him around the bend again. | don't need that on my conscious. | think about him sometimes, after lights 
out. Not as much any more. Now it's just some faceless person sucking my dick. | don't even jerk off that 
much. Kind of difficult to do when the there's always someone around. It's weird but the less sex | have, the 


less | think about. That must be how monks do it, the ones that aren't diddling each other that is. 


What | really miss is my kid. You know what the worse part of jail is for me? It isn't being locked up, or all the 
noise at night, or people constantly trying to fuck with me, or even the loneliness. It knowing that I'm missing 
all the important stuff in Joey's life. All the firsts, like when he sat up for the first time. | wasn't there. | 
wasn't there when he learned to crawl and | won't be around when he takes his first steps. | swore | wouldn't 
let that happen again. | just hope | can make it up to him. | don't want him growing up hating me like | hated 
my old man. | don't care what it takes, after this l'm never going to be away from him again. He's going to 
know that | love him. | don't care if he ends up hating baseball and rock `w roll. Even if he ends up being a big 
opera fan and wants to be an interior decorator, | will still love him. Joey is what | think about to pass the 
time. l'm actually taking college course in here so he'll know his dad isn't an idiot. And when | get out of here, 


we're moving to New York. We'll start fresh and become Yankee fans.or maybe the Mets. 


